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THE  BRADYS  IN  A  FOG 

OR,  TRACKING  A  GANG  OF  FORGERS 


By  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE 


CHAPTER  I. — The  Dumb  Boy’s  Warning. 

Old  King  Brady  and  his  partner,  Alice  Mont¬ 
gomery,  came  to  Chicago  from  New  York,  while 
Young  King  Brady  came  up  from  New  Orleans 
where  he  had  been  doing  Secret  Service  work. 
And  this  call  was  also  for  Secret  Service  work. 
The  Bradys  got  more  or  less  of  that,  although 
not,  properly  speaking,  Secret  Service  men,  their 
contract  with  the  U.  S.  Government  requiring 
them  to  answer  Secret  Service  calls  at  all  times. 
Just  what  they  had  been  summoned  to  Chicago 
for  they  did  not  know,  which  is  often  the  way 
in  these  Secret  Service  matters. 

“Instructions  will  be  feiven  you  when  you  reach 
the  Sherman  House,”  was  the  way  the  written 
order  received  from  Washington  read. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  reached  the  Sherman 
House  at  six  p.  m.  on  Wednesday  night,  and  they 
'hit  it  in  a  fog.  They  were  standing  up  on  Canal 
street  at- the  head  of  the  steps  which  lead  up  from 
the  station,  uncertain  whether  to  walk  as  intended 
or  to  take  a  cab. 

“Let  us  walk,”  said  Alice.  “There  is  some¬ 
thing  wreird  about  this.  I  shall  like  to  see  how 
Chicagoans  behave  themselves  in  a  fog.” 

Old  King  Brady  readily  assented,  and  they 
walked  on.  The  old  detective  on  this  occasion 
was  dressed  in  his  usual  quaint  costume.  We 
refer  to  the  long  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  the 
old-fashioned  stock  and  stand-up  collar,  and  the 
big  white  hat  with  its  exceedingly  broad  brim. 
We  mention  this  in  connection  with  what  follows. 
Of  course,  this  singularity  of  dress  makes  it^  ex¬ 
ceedingly  easy  for  anyone  to  recognize  Old  King 
Brady.  That  he  was  quickly  recognized  now  was 
proved,  for  a  dark,  foreign-looking,  ragged  boy 
suddenly  came  out  of  the  fog  and  stopped  directly 
in  front  of  him. 

“Get  out  of  the  wav,  boy!  What’s  the  matter 
with  vou?”  exclaimed  the  old  detective  tartly. 

“Stop!”  said  Alice.  “The  boy  is  deaf  and  dumb. 
He  is  trying  to  speak  to  you,  Mr.  Brady.” 

Now,  Alice  Montgomery  is  an  accomplished 
linguist,  speaking  many  languages.  She  can  also 
talk  to  deaf  mutes.  Such  this  boy  evidently  was. 
Alice  answered  his  signs.  He  responded  with  a 


few  quick  finger  motions  and  vanished  in  the  fog. 

”Now  what  is  that  all  about?”  demanded  Old 
King  Brady. 

“He  asked  if  you  were  not  Old  King  Brady?” 

“Yes,  yes,  and  then?” 

“He  said,  ‘Beware  of  the  lot,’  as  near  as  I  could 
make  him  out,  but  he  moved  his  fingers  so  rapidly 
and  it  is  so  dark  that  I  am  not  quite  sure  I  have 
got  it  right.” 

“And  then  he  took  his  heels.  You  were  saying 
something  to  him  and  he  darted  away.” 

“I  asked  him  what  he  meant.” 

They  went  to  the  Sherman  House,  where  they 
had  engaged  room  by  telegraph.  Billy  Peters,  the 
night  clerk,  who  had  just  come  on  duty,  handed 
the  old  detective  several  letters.  One  was  from 
the  Secret  Service  Bureau  at  Washington.  Three 
bore  the  local  postmark.  *  Old  King  Brady  opened 
these  letters  when  they  got  to  their  rooms.  At 
seven  o’clock  Young  King  Brady  arrived  as  we 
have  said. 

“We  will  go  to  supper  now,”  said  Old  King 
Brady  after  a  few  w^ords  on  general  matters  had 
been  exchanged. 

“But  what  are  we  here  for?”  asked  Harry. 

“I  will  explain  at  the  table,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

His  explanation  was  made  by  reading  the  let¬ 
ters.  The  Secret  Service  letter  came  first,  and 
it  ran  as  follows: 

“At  the  request  of  Senator  Story,  of  Illinois,  we 
have  assigned  you  to  this  case. 

“It  is  a  matter  of  forgery. 

“You  are,  upon  arriving  in  Chicago,  to  report 
to  the  National  Agricultural  Machinery  Co. 

“Trusting  that  you  will  handle  this  case  with 
your  usual  efficiency,  we  are,  et  cetera,  et  cetera." 

“About  as  blind  as  usual,”  remarked  Harry. 
“Who  is  the  former,  and  what  has  been  forged, 
I  wonder?” 

“That  remains  to  be  seen,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  “but  the  matter  must  be  of  some  moment. 
Instead  of  waiting  for  us  to  report  to  them,  the 
officers  of  this  concern  have  reported  to  us..  Here 
are  three  letters  which  I  will  read  in  turn.” 
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The  first  letter  read  thus: 

“Mr.  Brady:  * 

“Dear  Sir — I  understand  that  through  my 
friend,  Senator  Story,  you  have  been  assigned  by 
the  U.  S.  Secret  Service  Bureau  to  certain  de¬ 
tective  work  in  connection  with  our  company. 

“It  is  essential  that  I  should  have  a  few  words 
in  private  with  you  before  you  take  this  matter 
up.  Kindly  do  me  the  favor  to  come  aboard  my 
yacht,  the  Maybell,  this  evening  if  you  arrive  in 
time.  I  shall  have  my  man  waiting  with  a  small 
boat  at  the  old  club-house  pier,  foot  of  3 — th 
Street,  to  take  you  off  from  7  p.  m.  to  11. 

“If  you  are  not  there  by  the  last  named-hour, 
he  will  assume  that  you  are  not  coming. 

“Oblige  me  in  this  if  "it  is  a  possible  thing. 
“Very  truly  yours, 

Rufus  Howe, 

“President.” 

/‘Singular  request,”  observed  Harry. 

“Just  wait  till  you  hear  the  other  letters,”  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Brady.  “Here  is  the  next: 

“My  Dear  Mr.  Brady — I  am  told  that  you  and 
your  partners  are  to  take  up  our  case. 

“It  is  very  desirable  that  I  should  have  a  few 
words  in  private  with  you  before  you  begin  work. 
If  you  can  call  at  my  house  this  evening  any  time 
up  to  midnight  you  will  find  me  ready  to  receive 
you.  / 

“Yours  sincerely, 

“Peter  Parker, 

“Secretary. 

“My  address  is  No.  -  Ashland  Avenue.” 

“Same  writing?”  asked  Harry. 

“No;  quite  different,”  replied  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “Now  for  the  last: 

“Dear  Sir — It  is  essential  that  I  should  see 
you  this  evening.  If  you  expect  to  take  hold  of 
the  case  for  the  National  Agricultural  Machinery 
Co.  with  any  hope  of  success,  you  will  do  well 

to  accede  to  this  request.  My  address  in  No. - 

Michigan  Avenue.  I  shall  be  at  your  service  up 
to  ten  o’clock.  If  you  do  not  come,  expect  to 
see  me  at  your  hotel,  Sherman  House,  I  under¬ 
stand — early  to-morrow  a.  m.  I  strongly  advise 
you  to  hold  no  communication  with  any  one  until 
you  have  conferred  with  me. 

“Respectfully  yours, 

A.  A.  Zel^ner, 

Treasurer.” 

“Let  me  see  those  letters,”  said  Harry,  and  he 
carefully  compared  the  handwriting,  for  all  three 
were  pen  written. 

“Each  one  suspects  the  other.”  Harry  remarked. 

“Evidently,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Clear 

case.” 

“Which  one  shall  you  take  up  with?  Perhaps 
you  mean  to  try  to  see  more ‘than  one?” 

“1  have  been  thinking  it  over,  Harry,  and  I 
have  concluded  that  the  proper  person  for  us  to 
report  to  is  the  president.” 

“Well,  I  suppose  you  are  right;  but  I  am  not 
stuck  on  going  out  on  the  lake  in  a  fog,  I  must 
confess.” 

“Well  we  will  go  down  there  to  tbi*  old  club¬ 
house  and  judge  then  whether  we  care  to  go 


any  further  or  not.  I  am  willing  to  talk  with 
the  president  of  this  company  in  advance  of  the 
others,  but  I  don’t  know  that  I  care  to  talk  to 
junior  officers.”  , 

“I  think  you  are  quite  right,”  replied  Young 
King  Brady,  and  the  conservation  drifted  to 
other  lines. 

Neither  Alice  nor  the  old.  detective  mentioned 
the  incident  of  the  deaf  mute.  Indeed,  neither 
of  them  thought  anything  about  it,  for  odd  hap¬ 
penings  are  always  coming  to  these  busy  detec¬ 
tives.  The  letters  had  all  been  written  on  the  of¬ 
ficial  paper  of  the  company,  and  each  was  en¬ 
dorsed  in  one  of  the  regulation  envelopes.  If  th® 
matter  had  not  been  Secret  Service  business  Old 
King  Brady  would  certainly  have  turned  back. 
The  fog  was  lifting.  Indeed,  by  the  time  the 
Bradys  reached  the  old  clubhouse,  which  was  a 
small  frame  pavilion,  deserted  and  in  bad  repair, 
it  had  practically  disappeared.  Out  of  the  lake 
they  could  see  a  small  yacht  riding  at  anchor. 
A  large  rowboat  lay  alongside  the  pier  in  '^tfiich 
was  a  man  wearing  a  yachting  uniform. 

“There’s  the  outfit.  Are  you  going  to  risk  it, 
governor?”  Harry  asked. 

“Oh,  I  think  so,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

They  went  down  on  the  pier  and  spoke  to  th® 
man,  who  was  respectful.  He  said  that  Mr.  Howe 
was  on  board  the  Maybell  and  was  expecting 
them.  The  Bradys  went  aboard  the  boat  then 
and  were  pulled  out  to  the  yacht.  Just  as  they 
came  up  alongside,  the  fog  rolled  in  again.  All 
in  a  moment  it  grew  thicker  than  ever.  For¬ 
tunately  they  were  close  upon  the  Maybell  when 
this  happened,  and  the  man  had  no  difficulty  in 
making  fast.  A  rough  looking  fellow,  also  in 
yachting  uniform,  looked  over  the  side. 

“Come  right  aboard,  gentlemen,”  he  said,  “Mr. 
Howe  is  waiting  for  you.” 

“We  want  to  see  Mr.  Howe  first,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady. 

“He  is  in  the  cabin.” 

“Call  him  then.  Tell  him  I  must  speak  with 
him  before  I  come  aboard.” 

The  man  vanished  in  the  fog,  which  was  so 
thick  now  that  they  could  scarcely  see  each  other’s 
faces.  Several  minutes  elapsed  and  then  a  deep 
voice  spoke  out  of  the  fog: 

I  am  Mr.  Howe.  Howr  do  you  do,  Mr.  Brady?” 

It  was  quite  impossible  to  see  the  speaker 
distinctly. 

.  ^  wished  to  have  a  conference  with  us?” 
said  Old  King  Brady. 

}es;  you  got  my  letter,  I  presume?” 

I  did.” 

Well,  come  right  aboard,  gentlemen.  The 
Ja.dy  w'th  vou  it  Miss  Montgomery,  I  presume.” 

i  es.  I  wished  to  make  sure  that  vou  wer® 
really  here.” 

Exactly.  Best  to  be  on  the  safe  side.” 

It  seemed  all  right,  and  the  Bradys  and  Alice 
vent  aboard.  As  they  were  coming  up  Mr.  Howe 
lighted  a  lantern.  The  man  seemed  to  be  about 
fitty  years  of  age. 

“Come  right  down  into  the  cabin.”  he  said.  “I 
am  sorry  to  have  to  put  vou  to  all  this  trouble, 

but  it  seemed  necessary.” 

Ho  led  the  way  to  a  well  furnished  cabin  of 
no  great  size,  placed  chairs,  and  seated  himself 

the  head  of  a  table. 

Now  to  have  a  little  conference  about  thi* 
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case,”  he  said.  “I  wanted  to  make  sure  that  there 
were  no  spies  around  while  we  talked,  but  after 
I  wrote  that  letter,  which  was  early  this  morning;, 
rather  a  singular  thing  occurred.” 

“What  was  it?”  demanded  the  old  detective. 

“Why,  my  sailing  master  and  the  two  men  I 
employed  on  this  yacht  suddenly  deserted  me. 
I  was  notified  by  telephone  that  they  had  quit. 
I  had  to  hustle  around  and  get  the  two  men 
you  saw.  I  haven’t  got  a  sailing  master  yet.” 

“Then  these  men  are  strangers  to  you,  Mr. 
Howe?”  the  old  detective  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Better  make  sure  then  that  they  are  not  the 
spies  you  feared.” 

“I’ll  do  it,”  replied  Mr.  Howe,  and  taking  up 
his  lantern,  he  went  on  deck. 

“Look  here,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  Alice  suddenly, 
“do  you  know  I  think  I  have  made  a  big  blunder.” 

“You,  my  dear — what  can  you  mean?”  inquired 
the  old  detective. 

“About  that  deaf  and  dumb  boy.” 

“Ha!  Well!  What  about  that?” 

“You  must  know  that  under  the  present  system 
of  teaching  deaf  mutes  they  don’t  go  to  the 
trouble  of  spelling  out  words  with  their  fingers, 
bust  just  talk  phonetically,  so  to  speak.” 

“Yes,  yes.  Well?” 

“I  thought  that  the  signs  that  boy  made  for  the 
last  word  was  1 — o — t,  but  now  it  has  just  oc¬ 
curred  to  me  that  it  might  have  been  y — q — t, 
meaning  yacht.” 

“Then  according  to  that  theory,  what  he  said 
was:  ‘Beware  of  the  yacht?’” 

“Yes.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  troubled. 

“Why  don’t  that  man  come  back?”  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“He  is  coming  now,  I  think,”  said  Harry,  for 
footsteps  were  heard  on  the  cabin  stairs. 


CHAPTER  II. — Trouble  in  the  Fog. 

We  may  as  well  say  right  here  that  the  man 
the  Bradys  met  on  the  Maybell  really  was  Mr. 
Rufus  Howe,  president  of  the  National  Agricul¬ 
tural  Machinery  Co.  He  entered  the  cabin  look¬ 
ing  very  much  disturbed. 

“Why,  we  seem  to  have  been  deserted,  Mr. 
Brady!”  he  exclaimed.  “Both  those  men  have 
vanished,  and  what  is  more,  they  have  made  off 
with  my  boat.” 

“What  were  their  names?” 

“The  one  who  brought  you  out  was  Jack  Flynn, 
so  he  said.  He  hired  the  other  man.  I  didn’t 
ask  his  name.” 

“May  I  ask  you  where  you  got  this  Jack 
Flynn?” 

“There  is  a  saloon  near  the  lending  by  the  old 
clubhouse  where  yacht  hands  hang  out.  I  hap¬ 
pen  to  know  the  keeper  of  the  place,  and  have 
hired  men  of  him  before.  I  called  him  up  on  the 
telephone.  He  sent  Flynn  to  me.” 

Old  King  looked  grave. 

“My  dear  sir,”  he  said,  “it  seems  to  me  that 
you  have  been  taking  big  chances.” 

“I  see  it  now,  but  my  mind  had  been  greatly 
disturbed.  Here  we  are^-stuck  aboard  the  yacht 
a no  this  infernal  fog  thicker  than  ever.  Can  it 
be  part  of  some  plot  against  me?” 


“Indeed  it  looks  very  much  like  it.  But  now 
listen.  We  are  all  in  the  same  boat  in  more 
senses  than  one.  We  can’t  be  too  particular  how 
we  act.  Let  me  tell  you  something  which  hap¬ 
pened  to  us  this  evening  before  we  received  your 
letter.” 

And  Old  King  proceeded  to  tell  the  story  of 
the  deaf  mute’s  warning. 

“Well,  well!”  cried  Mr.  Howe.  “You  will  think 
it  is  even  more  singular  when  I  tell  you  that  our 
treasurer,  Mr.  Zeltner,  is  a  deaf  mute.” 

“Is  it  possible?  How  does  it  happen  that  you 
selected  such  a  person  for  treasurer?” 

“Why,  you  see  we  are  a  combination  of  three 
factories — a  sort  of  mild  trust.  Zeltner  came  to 
us  with  one  of  the  concerns  we  took  over.  His 
father  is  a  rich  retired  brewer,  who  own  a  large 
block  of  our  stock.” 

“Harry,  you  better  stand  guard  on  deck  while 
Mr.  Howe,  Alice  and  I  have  our  conference.” 

“I  agree  with  you,”  replied  Harry,  and  left  the 
cabin. 

“Now  then,  Mr.  Howe,  we  certainly  can  talk 
matters  over  without  fear  of  being  spied  upon. 
Suppose  you  begin?” 

“It  is  not  that  I  have  the  slightest  clew  to  give 
you  that  I  wanted  to  have  this  interview,”  com¬ 
menced  the  president,  “but  because  the  matter 
lies  between  three  of  us — Peter  Parker,  our  sec¬ 
retary;  A.  A.  Zeltner,  our  treasurer,  and  myself. 
Forged  notes  to  fifty  odd  thousand  dollars  pur¬ 
porting  to  have  been  signed  by  all  three  of  us 
have  been  sold  upon  the  Chicago  market,  one,  the 
first  due,  for  $5,000,  was  paid  by  the  bank.  As 
soon  as  we  became  aware  of  this  we  all  three 
repudiated  our  signatures.  The  remaining  notes 
promptly  came  to  light.  We  want  to  know  who 
forged  them,  and  that  at  once.  The  signatures, 
I  may  add,  are  simply  perfect.  I  could  swear  that 
I  signed  the  notes  as  far  as  resemblance  to  my 
signature  goes.  Moreover,  the  notes  are  upon 
our  company  firms,  which  bear  a  private  mark 
known  only  to  the  three  of  us.  Altogether,  the 
forgery  is  a  most  clever  piece  of  work.  We  three 
alone  have  access  to  these  blanks.  The  matter 
is  most  mysterious.  Either  Parker  or  Zeltner  is 
surely  guilty,  for  I  know  I  didn’t  forge  the  notes. 
That  is  all  T  have  to  say.” 

“Are  their  signatures  equally  perfect?”  asked 
Old  King  Brady. 

“They  are.” 

“And  both  are  rather  peculiar  signatures — 
Zeltner’s  especially  so.” 

“You  speak  as  if  you  had  seen  them,  Mr. 
Brady.” 

“And  so  I  have  seen  both  of  them.” 

“How  can  that  be  unless  they  have  correponded 
with  you?” 

“They  have  both  corresponded  with  me.” 

“About  the  case?” 

“Yes.” 

Mr.  Howe  looked  puzzled. 

“I  suppose  each  says  he  is  innocent  and  lays 
it  to  me,”  he  remarked. 

“No,  not  that,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Here 
are  the  letters.  You  can  see  for  yourself.” 

“Mr.  Howe  glanced  over  the  letters  and  smiled 
grimly. 

“We  are  each  suspecting  the  other  it  would 
appear,”  he  remarked. 

“It  looks  that  way.” 
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"And  we  all  wanted  first  crack  at  Old  King 
Brady.” 

“Evidently  it  is  so.” 

“May  I  ask  you  why  you  chose  the  president?” 

“Because  he  was  the  president.” 

“A  good  reason.” 

“I  thought  so.  But  let  me  ask  if  you  have  any 
other  reason  for  suspecting  either  Parker  or  Zelt- 
ner  than  the  ones  you  have  named?” 

“No  other.” 

“You  are  familiar  with  the  private  lives  of 
both?” 

"Reasonably  so.  I  know  nothing  against  either 
one  of  them.” 

“Is  either  Parker  or  Zeltner  noted  for  being 
handy  with  the  pen?” 

“Not  at  all.  Parker  is  an  elderly  man  and 
writes  a  cramped  hand.  Zeltner  writes  in  Ger¬ 
man  fashion,  as  you  see.  How  in  the  world 
either  one  of  them  could  imitate  my  signature, 
which  is  the  most  peculiar  of  the  bunch,  I  fail 
to  understand.” 

“You  feel  certain  that  Parker  and  Zeltner  wrote 
those  letters?” 

“I  should  say  yes,  unhesitatingly,  if  it  wasn’t 
for  this  forgery.  As  it  is,  how  can  I  tell?” 

“And  now-  for,  a  few  business  details.  Has  any 
attempt  been  made  to  trace  back  this  forged 
paper  to  its  source?” 

“Yes.  The  bank  put  their  detectives  right  to 
work  on  that  end  of  the  case.  In  each  instance 
the  notes  passed  through  several  hands.  That 
they  started  from  the  Gotham  Bank  of  New 
York  is  certain.” 

“Ha!  That  bank  went  to  pieces  about  six 
weeks  ago.  The  president  cut  his  throat  and  is 
dead,  the  cashier  has  vanished,  everything  was 
cleaned  out.  The  bank  was  in  the  hands  of  a 
gang  of  swindlers.” 

“The  case  seems  to  be  without  a  clue,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  “unless  that  it  is  we  have  un¬ 
earthed  one  to-night.” 

“You  refer  to  the  dumb  boy’s  warning?” 

“I  do.  It  is  a  significant  fact  that  your  Mr. 
Zeltner  should  be  deaf  and  dumb  in  the  light 
of  that  warning.” 

“Well,  so  it  is.” 

“Is  Mrs.  Zeltner  also  a  deaf  mute?” 

“She  is.” 

“And  the  children?” 

“Are  all  right.” 

“Well,  T  don’t  see  that  we  can  get  any  further 
to-night.  The  next  thing  is  to  get  out  of  this 
fix  of  ours.  But  here  comes  Harry.  Perhans  he 
has  something  to  report.” 

Young  King  Brady  entered  then. 

“We  are  certainly  drifting,”  he  exclaimed,  “and 
there  is  worse  than  that  to  be  faced.” 

“Ha!”  cried  the-  old  detective.  “What’s  the 
matter?” 

“This  yacht  has  been  scuttled.  She  is  slowly 
filling.  I  have  just  discovered  it.” 

“This  is  a  dastardly  plot?”  cried  Mr.  Howe. 

A  careful  examination  of  everything  was  now 
made,  and  it  was  found  that  the  Maybell  was 
not  only  drifting,  for  the  anchor  chain  had  been 
cut,  but  she  was  slowly  sinking.  Worse  still, 
the  pump  had  been  broken  and  put  out  or  busi¬ 
ness. 
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CHAPTER  III.— The  Singular  Doings  cf  the 

Dummy. 

An  hour  passed  since  Harry’s  uncomfortable 
discovery.  Things  had  gone  from  bad  to  worse. 
It  seemed  as  if  every  precaution  had  been  taken 
to  make  the  work  of  the  plotters  effective.  All 
tools  had  vanished.  So  had  all  life  nreserves. 

“Help!  Help!  Help!  We  are  sinking!”  roared 
Harry  for  perhaps  the  fiftieth  time  making  a 
megaphone  of  his  hands.  And  that  was  the  time 
thqv  got  an  answer,  though  not  in  words.  Sud¬ 
denly  sumething  bumped  hard  against  the  May- 
bell.  Alice  was  the  first  to  catch  sight  of  a 
rowboat,  for  the  fog  was  still  very  thick.  In  it 
sat  a  dark-skinned,  ragged  boy. 

“Why,  it’s  the  dumm'd”  she  exclaimed. 

It  was,  indeed,  so.  Yet  here  he  was,  and  he 
pointed  to  the  boat  and  then  to  himself,  as  much 
as  to  say  he  had  come  to  row  them  ashore.  It 
was  no  time  to  argue  over  the  situation.  All 
hands  got  into  the  boat  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  time  it  was,  too,  for  the  water  was  almost 
on  a  level  with  the  deck.  That  the  Maybell 
sank  soon  after  is  certain.  At  all  events  she 
was  never  seen  or  heard  of  again.  But  whence 
came  the  boy? 

“How  could  he  find  his  way  in  the  fog?” 

Of  course,  Young  King  Brady,  wTho  as  well  as 
Alice  is  an  expert  at  deaf  and  dumb  talk,  started 
right  in  to  question  the  boy.  But  here  he  fell 
down.  The  boy  would  not  respond.  At  last  the 
Bradys  began  to  hear  certain  sounds  which  made 
them  feel  that  they  were  nearing  the  shore.  In 
the  distance  they  caught  the  rumble  of  a  train 
on  Chicago’s  elevated  railroad. 

“It  is  almost  over.  We  are  certainly  coming 
to  the  shore,”  Old  King  Brady  remarked. 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  when  the  boy  shipped 
his  oars.  If  he  saw  anything  to  tell  him  where 
he  was,  then  it  was  more  than  the  Bradys  could 
do.  For  an  instant  he  shut  both  eyes,  and  anyone 
would  have  supposed  he  was  listening.  Then  all 
at  once  he  stood  up  in  the  boat,  reached  out  and 
caught  Old  King  Brady’s  hand,  which  he  raised 
to  his  lips  and  kissed. 

“Gratitude!”  remarked  Mr.  Howe. 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  boy  dropped  the  hand 
and  sprang  overboard,  vanishing  in  the  fog,  al¬ 
though  they  could  hear  him  doing  the  overhand 
stroke  a  moment  later. 

““Singular  enough,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
suppose  that  is  the  last  we  shall  see  of  him. 
Harry,  take  the  oars  and  pull  straight  ahead.” 
Harry  now  pulled  along  the  pier  looking  for  a 
good  place  to  land.  They  presently  came  upon  a 
standing  ladder,  which  filled  the  bill,  and  all 
climbed  upon  the  pie^,  never  doubting  that  all 
they  had  to  do  was  to  walk  ashore.  Harry ,  mak¬ 
ing  the  boat  fast,  was  the  last  to  come  up. 

“Here’s  a  house  of  some  sort  right  ahead  of  us,” 
replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Sure  enough!"  echoed  Mr.  Howe,  as  a  long, 
low  pavilion  loomed  up  ahead. 

“I  remember  no  such  building,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “It  seems  to  be  new  and  only  partially 
finished.” 

“Why,  it  is  the  Paradise  Island  Hotel!”  ex¬ 
claimed  Mr.  Howe,  “that’s  what  it  is.  I  believe 
I  am  one  of  the  owners  of  this  outfit — one  of  the 
victims,  1  should  say.” 
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“Then  we  are  not  ashore  yet  by  any  means,” 
said  Alice.  “Wouldn't  it  be  just  as  well  to  keep 
an  eye  on  that  boat?” 

“Decidedly,”  replied  Old  King:  Brady.  “But 
why  did  that  boy  land  us  here  instead  of  taking 
us  ashore  ?  I  am  all  in  a  fog  in  more  senses  than 
one.  Harry,  look  to  the  boat.  Where  is  the 
bov  ?  ” 

“Gone  already,”  said  Alice. 

“We  may  as  well  follow  him,”  observed  Mr. 
Howe.  “I  have  seen  all  I  want  to  see  of  Paradise 
Island.  I  am  out  $5,000  already  on  this  institu¬ 
tion.” 

They  retraced  their  steps  to  meet  Harry  re¬ 
turning. 

“Well,  we  are  up  against  it  now!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Ha!  Boat  gone!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

“Even  so.” 

“There  seems  to  be  nothing  for  it  but  to  make 
ourselves  comfortable  here  till  daylight,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  “so  let  us  go  inside.  I  don’t 
imagine  there  is  any  chance  of  making  a  fire,  is 
there,  Mr.  Howe?” 

“I  think  so,”  replied  the  president.  “The  big 
chimney  is  finished  and  there  is  an  open  fireplace 
in  the  lobby  or  office.  I  shall  take  a  fiendish 
delight  in  tearing  away  some  of  the  unfinished 
woodwork  and  burning  it  up.” 

They  went  to  the  office  and  found  things  as 
stated.  Evidently  the  big  fancy  open  fireplace 
had  been  used  before.  A  rude  bench  stood  before 
it,  there  were  ashes  on  the  hearth,  and  quite  a 
pile  of  wood  had  been  collected.  Harry  went 
to  work  and  soon  had  a  fire  blazing.  Alice  and 
Mr.  Howe  made  themselves  comfortable  on  the 
bench.  Old  King  Brady  found  a  lantern  which 
he  lighted  and  began  prowling  about  the  un¬ 
finished  building.  Harry  joined  him  in  this  after 
the  fire  was  built,  but  they  soon  returned. 

“Have  you  discovered  anything?”  inquired  Mr. 
H0W6. 

“Nothing,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  sin¬ 
gular  doings  of  that  dummy  perplex  me.  I  must 
confess  I  don’t  understand  his  motive  in  saving 
our  lives  from  the  sinking  yacht  only  to  land  us 
here.” 

A  queer,  whining  sound  suddenly  made  itself 
heard.  As  it  appeared  to  come  from  behind  them, 
all  turned  in  that  direction,  which  brought  them 
facing  a  door  leading  into  the  long  dining-room 
of  the  pavilion,  but  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen. 

“Must  be  some  dog  here,”  said  Harry. 

“It  may  be  so,”  replied  Mr.  Howe,  “but  all 
the  same  it  is  a  fact  that  the  noise  you  just  heard 
is  astonishingly  like  that  make  by  Zeltner  when 
he  wants  to  attract  a  person’s  attention.- 

“We  will  investigate,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
picking  up  the  lantern  and  rising. 

“Heavens!  There’s  Zeltner  now!”  exclaimed 
Mr.  Howe. 

Sure  enough,  a  tall  man  had  suddenly  ap¬ 
peared  in  the  dining-room  doorway  and  the  sound 
was  repeated.  Old  King  Brady  took  a  step  for¬ 
ward.  As  he  did  so  the  man  suddenly  fell  back 
as  though  pulled  by  a  powerful  hand,  and  a  wild, 
animal-like  cry  of  fear  rang  out. 

“Look  out,  governor!”  cried  Harry,  for  the  old 
detective  continued  to  advance.  And  the  warning 
was  needed,  for  at  the  same  instant  two  shots 
were  fired  in  quick  succession.  The  first  flew 


close  to  the  old  detective’s  head;  the  second  pierc¬ 
ed  the  broad  brim  of  his  hat. 


CHAPTER  IV.— Still  in  the  Fog. 

Old  King  Brady  is  bold  even  to  recklessness 
at  times.  This  was  one  of  the  times.  He  dashed 
through  the  door,  piercing  into  the  darkness. 
Harry  backed  him  up.  Alice,  more  timid,  called 
to  them  to  return,  in  which  Mr.  Howe  seconded 
her.  But  it  all  went  for  nothing.  The  cries  were 
not  repeated,  nor  were  the  shots.  The  dining¬ 
room  appeared  to  be  deserted.  The  detectives 
made  as  thorough  a  search  as  it  was  possible 
to  do  in  the  fog,  both  inside  the  building  and 
out  on  the  pier,  but  could  not  discover  a  trace  of 
anyone.  When  it  was  all  over  the  party  re 
assembled  in  the  office,  and  Harry  replenishing 
the  fire,  they  sat  down  on  the  bench  to  talk  over 
the  situation. 

“You  are  positive  that  your  identification  was 
correct,  Mr.  Howe?”  demanded  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “It  was  surely  Zeltner  whom  we  saw?” 

“There  isn’t  the  least  doubt  about  it,”  replied 
the  president.  “I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  under¬ 
stand  it,  too,  but  it  onlv  confirms  me  in  my  orig¬ 
inal  suspicion  that  Zeltner  is  the  guilty  party.” 

At  daybreak  the  fog  cleared  away.  But  con¬ 
cerning-  the  singular  happenings  of  the  night,  the 
Bradys  found  themselves  as  much  in  a  fog  as 
ever.  They  now  made  a  brief  examination  of 
the  promises  by  daylight,  and  while  they  found 
nothing  to  shed  any  light  on  the  mystery,  they 
soon  ran  up  against  another  small  sized  mystery, 
for  when  they  went  to  the  edge  of  the  pier  there 
was  the  boat  used  by  the  dummy  to  rescue  them 
tied  to  the  lowest  round  of  the  standing  ladder 
just  as  they  had  left  it.  At  all  events  here 
it  was  now  and  as  may  well  be  imagined  they 
lost  no  time  in  pulling  to  the  nearest  point  on 
the  shore.  This  proved  to  be  a  place-  where  an 
old  man  rented  boats.  Old  King  Brady  question¬ 
ed  him  closely.  The  boatman,  however,  denied  all 
knowledge  of  the  dummy,  and  declared  that  he 
had  never  seen  that  particular  boat  before. 

“Hold  it  till  you  hear  from  us,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “If  anybody  but  the  dumb  boy  comes 
after  it,  try  your  best  to  find  out  who  he  is,” 
and  he  slipped  the  old  fellow  a  five  to  secure 
his  interest  in  the  matter.  It  was  now  only  a 
little  after  five  o’clock. 

“I  suppose  you  are  intending  to  go  directly 
home,  Mr.  Howe,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“I  am  at  your  service,  Mr.  Brady,”  was  the 
prompt  reply.  “Anything  to  help  the  case  along.” 

“Come  to  breakfast  at  the  Sherman  House  if 
you  will.  If  Zeltner  calls  I  want  you  to  be  on 
hand.  Now  let  us  go.” 

They  reached  the  hotel  without  adventure.  By 
half-past  seven  they  gathered  in  Old  King  Brady’s 
room. 

“If  the  man  comes  you  will  remain  in  the  next 
room  until  we  call  you,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Harry  will  do  the  talking.  Miss  Montgomery 
will  stay  with  you  and  interpret.  The  man  is 
surely  stone  deaf?” 

“Absolutely.” 

They  waited,  and  a  little  after  eight  Mr.  Zelt- 
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Tier’s  card  came  up.  Mr.  Howe  and  Alice  got 
into  the  other  room.  Mr.  Zeltner  followed  hia 
card.  He  was  a  very  substantial  looking  gentle¬ 
man,  and  as  far  as  the  Bradys  could  tell,  he 
looked  to  be  the  mail  they  had  seen  on  Paradise 
Island  the  night  before.  He  exhibited  the  usual 
stiffness  of  a  deaf  mute.  Bowing  the  Old  King 
Brady,  and  ignoring  Harry,  he  produced  a  set 
of  tablets  and  wrote: 

“Did  you  receive  my  letter?” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded. 

Then  he  wrote: 

“You  did  not  call  on  me  last  night?” 

Old  King  Brady  reached  for  the  tablets  and 
wrote : 

“My  partner  will  talk  to  you  with  his  fingers.” 

Zeltner  then  went  on  to  tell  about  the  case. 
His  explanation  was  the  precise  counterpart  of 
that  given  by  Mr.  Howe. 

“Wait,”  said  Harry,  “till  I  explain  these  details 
to  Mr.  Brady. 

“He  has  told  the  same  story  Howe  told,”  he 
said  aloud. 

“In  all  particulars?” 

“In  every  particular.  Do  you  think  he  is  really 
a  dummy?” 

“I  do.  What  do  you  think?” 

“I  am  sure  of  it.  If  he  asks  me  if  we  have 
seen  Howe  or  Parker,  what  shall  I  say?” 

“Say  no;  you  simply  have  to.” 

And  this  question  was  put  the  moment  the 
conversation  was  resumed. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  first?”  was  then 
asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  We  shall  call  at  the  office 
this  morning.  Our  first  move  cannot  be  de¬ 
termined  until  we  have  talked  with  Mr.  Howe 
and  Mr.  Parker.”  > 

“You  will  learn  nothing  from  either  of  them.” 

“Still  they  must  be  seen.  Have  you  anything 
to  suggest?”  r 

“That’s  all.  I  am  going  now.” 

And  he  went.  Mr.  Howe  came  out  of  the  other 
room  in  a  very  disturbed  frame  of  mind.  He 
began  by  abusing  Zeltner,  and  Old  King  Brady 
let  him  talk.  There  was  plenty  of  talk  and 
but  little  said.  The  president  stated  that  it  was 
sure  that  he  had  been  going  to  New  York,  but 
that  he  went  on  private  business  which  concerned 
no  one  but  himself. 

“All  very  well,  but  when  three  partners  are 
under  suspicion  there  can  be  no  private  business 
between  them,”  Old  King  Brady  thought. 

As  for  the  president’s  Board  of  Trade  losses, 
he  admitted  them;  said  they  had  been  “rather 
heavy;”  that  the  market  “went  against  him,”  and 
so  on.  He  did  not  state  the  amount  nor  enlarge 
on  the  matter.  After  a  few  minutes,  finding  that 
Old  King  Brady  was  not  disposed  to  question  him, 
he  cooled  down  and  wound  up  by  saying: 

“Go  for  that  rascal,  gentlemen.  Trap  him  and 
-  your  reward  will  be  liberal.  Is  there  anything 
further  I  can  do  or  say?” 

“Nothing,”  replied  Old  King  Brady  quietly. 

He  had  put  no  question  to  Mr.  Howe;  simply 
listened  to  what  he  had  to  say.  But  just  as  the 
president  was  leaving  he  asked: 

“By  the  way,  Mr.  Howe,  you  are  positive  that 
man  is  A.  A.  Zeltner?” 

“Why  do  you  ask  such  a  question?  How  could 


I  possibly  make  the  mistake  of  recognizing  some 
one  else  as  Zeltner?” 

“I  merely  asked.  You  are  positive?” 

“I  am  positive.” 

The  detective  now  sat  down  for  a  talk. 

“What  made  you  ask  him  that  question,  gov¬ 
ernor?”  inquired  Harry,  first  thing. 

“Because  if  that  man  is  A.  A.  Zeltner  then  the 
man  we  saw  last  night  was  not,”  came  the  prompt 
reply. 

“Why  do  say  that  so  positively?  I  had  a  pretty 
good  view  of  the  man  last  night.  The  resemblance 
was  very  strong.” 

“Very.” 

“And  yet  you  doubt?” 

“The  man  we  saw  last  night  had  iron  gray 
hair  like  this  man,  but  it  wTas  longer,  much 
longer,  and  very  much  mussed  up.” 

“Perhaps  he  has  had  it  cut  since.” 

“Wait.  I  threw  the  light  directly  in  his  face, 
and  I  observed  a  peculiar  scar  at  the  extreme 
top  of  his  forehead.  It  was  not  very  large,  but 
it  was  round  and  perhaps  the  size  of  a  dime.  It 
looked  to  hie  as  if  a  piece  of  bone  had  been  re¬ 
moved  long  ago.  I  should  say  that  the  man 
when  he  had  his  hair  combed  properly  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  wearing  it  sleeked  down  over  that 
scar.  This  man  who  just  left  us  had  no  scar  on 
his  forehead.” 

Harry  said  no  more.  He  had  noticed  the  scar, 
and  he  was  inwardly  questioning  if  Old  King 
Brady  has  seen  it,  although  he  knew  that  the 
old  detective  seldom  makes  mistakes  in  such  mat¬ 
ters. 

“And  now  what?”  Alice  asked. 

“It  is  a  case  of  careful  work  if  we  want  to 
get  out  of  this  fog  of  ours,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “Alice,  you  learn  all  you  can  about  Zelt- 
ner’s  family  relations.  That’s  your  job.  Harry 
and  I  will  now  go  to  the  office  of  the  company 
and  have  our  formal  interview.  You  need  not 
appear  in  it.  I  am  curious  to  see  Peter  Parker 
before  I  express  any  opinion  in  the  case.  Alice 
left  shortly  afterward  on  her  mission,  but  not 
before  Old  King  Brady  succeeded  in  getting 
Washington  on  the  wire.  The  question  he  put 
to  the  Secret  Service  people  was:  “In  whose  in¬ 
terest  are  we  working?” 

The  answer  was,  “strictly  in  Senator  Story’s 
interest,  as  he  owns  a  large  block  of  the  Na¬ 
tional  Machinery  Co.’s  stock.” 


CHAPTER  V.— Picking  Up  Points. 

The  plant  of  the  National  Agricultural  Ma¬ 
chinery  Co.  was  away  out  on  Archer  Avenue, 
and  the  office  was  at  the  factory.  Shortly  after 
ten  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  presented  them¬ 
selves  there.  The  offices  were  large  and  there 
were  many  clerks.  After  a  brief  wait  the  detec¬ 
tives  were  ushered  into  the  president’s  private  of¬ 
fice*  Here  Mr.  Howe  received  him  with  great 
dignity  and  as  if  they  were  strangers.  Zeltner 
was  not  in  evidence. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Parker!”  called  the  president,  “the 
detectives  have  come.” 

“Good!”  came  the  response  from  an  inner  of¬ 
fice.  “I’ll  be  right  in.” 

Presently  appeared  Mr.  Parker.  A  tall,  thin 
man  with  a  wig  and  spectacles,  who  might  have 
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been  any  age  between  fifty  and  seventy.  He 
beamed  upon  the  Bradys  over  his  spectacles  and 
told  them  that  he  was  glad  to  see  them. 

“Shall  I  call  in  Mr.  Zeltner,  Mr.  Howe?”  he 
asked  after  he  had  been  introduced. 

“I  wish  you  would,”  replied  the  president  in  a 
surly  fashion. 

Entered  then  Mr.  Zeltner,  stiff  and  stately.  At 
once  Harry  noticed  that  his  hair  was  differently 
arranged,  having  been  sleeked  down  over  his 
forehead  somewhat,  but  it  did  not  altogether 
conceal  the  extreme  top  of  the  forehead  in  the 
center.  Certainly  there  was  no  scar. 

Mr.  Howe  then  began  to  talk.  Once  more  he 
went  over  the  entire  case  as  if  the  Bradys  had 
never  heard  it  before.  Mr.  Parker  occasionally 
butted  in  with  a  few  points.  Mr.  Zeltner  sat 
with  the  expression  of  helplessness  on  his  face 
which  is  peculiar  to  the  deaf  and  dumb. 

And  now,  gentlemen,  it  is  up  to  you.”  Mr. 
Howe  ended  by  saying:  “One  of  us  three  is  surely 
guilty.  I  have  said  it  before  and  I  say  it  again. 
Parker,  tell  Zeltner  what  I  have  just  said.” 

“You  see,  gentlemen,  I  have  picked  up  a  little 
deaf  and  dumb  talk,”  Parker  explained,  and  he 
began  to  wiggle  his  fingers. 

Zeltner  responded. 

“What  does  he  say.  Harry?”  Old  King  Brady 
asked. 


“Oh,  Young  King  Brady  can  do  the  mute  act,” 
exclaimed  Parker. 

“He  can,”  was  the  reply. 

“Fortunate.  Perhaps  he  can  get  closer  to  Zelt¬ 
ner  than  either  of  us  are  able  to  do.” 

“He  says,”  added  Harry,  “that  he  quite  agrees 
with  Mr.  Howe.  One  of  these  three  gentlemen 
is  guilty.” 

“I  am  innocent,”  said  the  president  pompously. 
“Ditto,”  added  Parker  lightly  with  the  air  of 
a  man  who  treated  the  whole  affair  as  a  joke. 

Zeltner  began  to  wriggle  his  fingers  again. 
“What  does  he  say?”  demanded  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“Same  thing,”  replied  Harry.  “He  declares 
his  innocence.” 

“V'ery  well,  gentlemen,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
“we  will  get  right  down  to  work.” 

“If  I  can  be  of  any  assistance,  command  me,” 
said  the  president. 

“Ditto,”  repeated  Parker. 

Wiggle-wiggle  went  Zeltner’s  fingers. 

“What  does  he  say?”  demanded  Old  King 

Brady. 

“That  if  we  want  to  question  him  now  will 
be  a  good  time,  seeing  that  I  can  talk  to  him,” 

Harry  replied.  .  ,  _  .  „ 

“Ask  him  if  he  knows  Joe  Demetn,  the  Creek, 

said  Old  King  Brady  quietly. 

Harry  put  the  question.  All  saw  the  slight 
start  which  the  treasurer  gave.  But  his  reply 
was  prompt.  And  he  said  he  did  not  know  Joe 
Demetri,  the  Greek.  Mr.  Howe  turned  to  his 
desk  and  began  to  write. 

Mr.  Zeltner  got  up  and  left  the  office.  The 


Bradys  rose  to  go. 

“When  shall  we  see  you  again,  gentlemen?” 
asked  the  president. 

“Hard  to  say,”  was  the  reply.  Oblige  me 
with  one  of  those  note  forms,  please.” 

Mr.  Howe  produced  it. 


“Now  point  out  the  secret  mark,”  said  the  old 
detective. 

“Well,  Parker,  shall  I  do  it?”  asked  the  pres¬ 
ident.  ♦ 

“It’s  up  to  you,”  was  the  reply. 

Mr.  Howe  did  it.  The  mark  was  a  peculiar 
point  in  the  printing  which  would  be  difficult  to 
explain.  Parker  then  left  the  office.  Mr.  Howe 
said  nothing,  however,  and  the  detectives  took 
their  leave.  There  were  several  doors  opening 
into  the  hall  which  led  up  to  the  president’s 
private  office.  As  the  Bradys  passed  along  one 
of  these  doors  slightly  opened  and  a  twisted  slip 
of  paper  came  flying  out,  whereupon  the  door 
was  immediately  closed. 

“Intended  for  us,  I  suppose,”  muttered  Harry 
as  he  stooped  and  picked  it  up.  He  straightened 
out  the  paper  and  found  written  upon  it: 

“Bradys.” 

“Don't  open  it  until  we  get  aboard  the  car,” 
said  the  old  detective. 

Harry  waited  accordingly.  The  paper  read: 

“Gentlemen:  You  made  a  mistake  in  not  com¬ 
plying  with  my  request.  It  is  essential  that  I 
should  see  you  alone.  To-night  at  7:30  you  will 
find  me  strolling  on  the  lake  front  between  Ran¬ 
dolph  and  Madison  Streets.  Better  be  on  hand. 
I've  got  a  clew.  P.  P.” 

“Humph!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “The  old  fel¬ 
low  is  persistent,  but  do  you  know  I  rather  like 
him.” 

“So  do  I,”  replied  Harry.  “He  looks  like  an 
old  sport  ail  the  same.” 

“Something  that  way.  Well,  we  must  meet 
him — one  of  us,  at  least.” 

“Which?” 

“I  think  I’ll  turn  it  over  to  you.  I  propose  to 
shadow  Howe  to-night.” 

“And  Zeltner?” 

“We  will  drop  him  for  the  present.” 

“Governor,  do  you  believe  him  guilty?” 

“Harry,  I  don’t  know  what  to  say,  I  am  all  in 
a  fog.  Of  course,  circumstances  seem  to  point 
his  way,  but  we  must  not  judge  by  appearances. 
Howe’s  change  of  manner  after  Zeltner’s  exposure, 
if  we  may  call  it  such,  was  verv  significant.  It 
would  not  surprise  me  a  bit  if  those  shots  last 
night  were  actually  intended  for  him.” 

“I  think  so.  It  can’t  be  that  the  plot  to  sink 
the  yacht  was  for  our  benefit  only.  But  presently 
we  shall  know  more  about  the  man.  I  am  going 
to  telephone  Black  to  see  if  his  name  appears 
in  connection  with  the  Gotham  Bank  scandal.” 

The  “Black”  alluded  to  was  Inspector  Black, 
of  the  New  York  police,  Old  King  Brady’s  most 
intimate  friend.  The  telephoning  was  done  at 
the  Sherman  House,  and  Old  King  Brady  was 
fortunate  enough  to  get  the  inspector  on  the 
wire  without  any  great  delay.  They  had  quite 
a  talk.  Then  came  a  wait. 

“What  does  he  say?”  asked  Harry. 

“He  does  not  know  much  about  the  facts  in 
the  bank  case  himself,  but  there  is  a  record  of 
them  at  Headquarters.  He  has  gone  upstairs  to 
consult  them,”  was  the  reply. 

In  a  little  while  the  inspector  called  up. 

“Ha!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Well,  thank 
you.  Black.  Good-by.  What’s  that?  Hope  we  may 
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succeed.  Why,  of  course  we  shall  succeed.  We 
make  a  practice  of  succeeding.  Good-by.” 

“Get  anything  definite?”  asked  Harry. 

“Indeed  I  did,”  was  the  reply. 

“What?” 

“Among  the  papers  seized  at  the  bank  is  a 
bunch  of  letters.  These  have  been  carefully 
indexed.  Thus  it  was  easy  to  get  at  the  names. 
Rufus  Howe’s  is  there  all  right.” 

“Looks  bad  for  Howe.” 

“It  does  so,  but  even  now  we  must  not  decide 
hastily.  Let  us  get  down  to  the  Board  of  Trade 
and  see  what  we  cai.  learn. 

The  Bradys  trailed  down  La  Salle  Street. 

Reaching  the  Board  of  Trade  building,  Old  King 
Brady  sent  in  his  card  to  a  certain  broker  whom 
he  knew.  The  man  came  out  after  a  little.  He 
knew  Howe,  it  appeared. 

“He’s  a  surly  proposition,”  he  said.  “I  never 
did  any  business  with  him.” 

“What  we  want  to  find  out  is  about  certain 
heavy  losses  he  is  supposed  to  have  made  some 
six  or  eight  weeks  ago,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“It  is  longer  than  that,”  was  the  reply.  “More 
than  two  months.  I  heard  that  he  dropped  sixty 
odd  thousand.” 

“Were  his  obligations  promptly  met?” 

“I  don’t  know,  but  I  can  easily  find  out,”  said 
the  broker. 

“I  wish  you  would,  then,”  answered  Old  King 
Brady,  and  after  a  brief  wait  the  broker  re¬ 
turned  with  the  information  that  Mr.  Howe’s 
obligations  had  all  been  promptly  met  so  far 
as  was  known,  and  further  that  the  man  had 
not  touched  the  market  since. 

It  was  now  dinner  time,  and  the  Bradys  re¬ 
turned  to  the  hotel,  where  Alice  joined  them. 

“Well,  what  luck?”  tfye  old  detective  asked. 

“Why,  Zeltner  is  living  alone  in  his  house,” 
replied  Alice.  “His  family  have  been  away  all 
summer.  They  are  at  some  eastern  watering 
place.  I  could  not  find  out  the  address.” 

“I  am  sorry  you  did  not,  then.  I  should  have 
liked  to  ask  that  woman  a  few  questions  about 
her  husband  if  I  could  have  got  her  on  the  tele¬ 
phone.” 

“I‘  did  my  best,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  doubt  that,  Alice.” 

“And  what  is  the  programme  for  the  after¬ 
noon?”  inquired  Harry.  “We  seem  to  have  time 
on  our  hands.” 

“My  programme  is  to  shadow  Howe,”  was  the 
reply.  “You  don’t  begin  until  night,  when  you 
meet  Parker.  After  you  have  met  him  you  must 
decide  for  yourselves.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  at  considerable  of  a  loss 
to  know  how  to  make  up  for  his  work,  for  owing 
to  his  age  and  peculiar  appearance,  his  oppor¬ 
tunities  at  disguise  are  limited.  He  finally  con¬ 
cluded  that  the  simplest  way  would  be  the  least 
likely  to  attract  attention,  so  he  made  up  like 
an  elderly  working  man,  and  returning  to  the 
factory,  hovered  around  the  gate.  But  he  was 
prepared  for  any  emergency.  Whether  Mr.  Howe 
would  leave  the  works  on  foot,  by  automobile 
or  in  his  private  carriage  the  old  detective  did 
not  know.  In  order  to  be  prepared  for  any 
emergency,  Old  King  Brady  had  both  a  cab  and 
an  automobile  in  waiting.  Mr.  Howe  came  out 
about  four  o’clock  and  took  a  car.  Old  King 
Brady  could  easily  have  boarded  the  same  car, 


and  for  a  moment  he  thought  of  doing  so,  but 
he  concluded  to  trail  the  car  by  automobile.  It 
was  well  that  he  did  so,  for  before  they  had 
gone  more  than  a  few  blocks  Mr.  Howe  alighted, 
and  walking  to  a  handsome  automobile  which  was 
in  waiting  nearby,  got  in.  There  was  a  lady 
seated  in  the  tonneau;  her  face  was  concealed  by 
a  purple  automobile  veil. 

“After  them,”  said  the  old  detective  to  the 
chauffeur.  “It  is  lucky  I  held  on  to  you.” 

“That’s  what  it  is,  boss,”  replied  the  man.  “You 
wouldn’t  have  been  in  it  if  you  had  not  got  into 
the  car.” 

And  Old  King  Brady,  lighting  a  cigar,  settled 
back  for  a  long  ride. 


CHAPTER  VI.— Solving  the  Zeltner  Problem. 

Harry  and  Alice,  who  are  lovers  and  prac¬ 
tically  engaged,  were  only  too  glad  to  find  them¬ 
selves  with  a  spare  •  afternoon  on  their  hands. 
They  improved  it  by  taking  in  the  matinee.  At 
supper  time  Old  King  Brady  had  not  returned. 
Evening  came,  and  they  went  down  on  the  lake 
front  to  keep  their  engagement  with  Peter  Parker 
if  it  could  be  so  called.  They  did  not  have  to 
wait  long  before  they  saw  the  old  man  steering 
their  way.  He  wore  white  flannel  trousers,  a 
belt,  a  very  tart  shirt,  a  gorgeous  tie  with  a  big 
diamond,  tan  shoes,  a  straw  hat,  with  a  pink 
band,  and  as  he  walked  he  twirled  a  bamboo  cane. 
Presently  he  spied  Harry  and  quickened  his  steps. 

“Ah  there!  Right  on  time,  I  see!”  he  exclaimed 
as  he  approached,  tipping  his  hat.  “Introduce  me 
to  the  lady.  Beautiful  evening.  Rather  warm 
for  this  time  of  year — at  least  I  don’t  mean  that. 
Right  time  of  year  to  have  it  warm.  By  Jove, 
this  forgery  business  has  warmed  things  up  for 
me.  All  mixed  up.  Miss  Montgomery,  charmed 
to  meet  you.  Where’s  Old  King  What's-hi-name  ? 
Thought  he  was  coming,  too.” 

Mr.  Parker  talked  so  fast  that  it  was  impossible 
to  get  in  a  word.  He  paused  now,  however,  and 
Harry  explained  that  Old  King  Brady  was  not 
coming. 

“We  represent  the  firm,”  Harry  added,  “so 
whatever  you  have  to  say  can  be  said  to  us.” 

“Just  so,”  replied  Parker,  looking  a  little  dis¬ 
appointed.  “It  is  all  right,  I  suppose.  A  man 
can’t  be  everywhere.  Pity  he  couldn’t  have  called 
on  me  last  night  as  I  requested.  Shall  we  walk?” 

Harry  explained  that  it  had  been  impossible 
as  they  walked  along. 

“And  now  I  am  going  to  startle  you.”  said  Mr. 
Parker.  “Listen  here,  I  positively  assert  that 
the  man  you  saw  to-day  at  our  office  is  not  A. 
A.  Zeltner.” 

Mr.  Parker  looked  as  if  he  expected  Harry  to 
drop  dead.  The  surprise  was  his  when  the  latter 
quietly  replied: 

“So  Old  King  Brady  thinks.” 

“On  what  grounds?” 

Mr.  Brady  has  been  a  long  time  in  the  de¬ 
tective  business.  He  is  very  quick  to  size  up  a 
situation.” 

“  *be  resemblance  is  wonderfully  close,”  said 
the  secretary.  *“1  have  watched  this  man  closely. 
He  is  certainly  deaf  and  dumb,  but  he  is  not  A. 
A.  Zeltner,  that  I  will  swear.” 
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“So  you  said  before,  but  your  reasons?” 

“I  have  several.  In  the  first  place,  while  he 
handled  himself  with  great  skill,  he  displayed  an 
unfamiliarity  with  our  work  at  the  office.  It  was 
quickly  overcome,  and  now  he  is  fully  up  in  his 
work.  I  didn’t  tumble  at  first.  I  thought  the  man 
must  be  sick,  but  I  watched  him,  and  after  a  few 
days  I  caught  him.” 

“At  what?” 

“Listen  here.  Zeltner  had  a  peculiar  scar  on 
his  forehead,  in  the  middle,  almost  up  under  the 
hair,  which  he  wore  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
conceal  it  as  a  rule,  but  I  saw  it  more  than  once. 
This  man  has  been  cultivating  his  hair  so  as  to 
cover  the  same  portion  of  the  forehead.  It  does 
it  pretty  effectually  now,  but  it  didn’t  at  first. 
He  has  no  such  scar.” 

Here  was  strong  evidence.  Clearly  Old  King 
Brady  was  right.  Harry,  of  course,  could  not 
explain  this  to  Mr.  Parker  without  detailing  their 
adventures  in  the  fog,  which  he  did  not  care  to 
do. 

“Do  you  think  Mr.  Howe  has  tumbled  to  this?” 

“I  don’t  think  he  has.” 

“Have  you  called  his  attention  to  it?” 

“Not  on  your  life.  You  don’t  know  Mr.  Howe. 
He  is  a  conceited,  pompous  fellow.  I  dare  say 
ou  question  that  since  he  was  pleasant  to  you, 
ut  it  is  true  all  the  same.  He  wouldn’t  listen  to 
me.  Besides,  I’m  not  doing  the  detective  act  for 
his  benefit.  He  may  be  standing  in  with  this 
fellow  for  all  I  know.  I  have  no  confidence  in 
him.  I  am  innocent,  and  all  I  can  do  Is  to  act 
on  the  defensive.”  ’ 

“And  that  is  all  you  have  to  say?” 

“That  is  all.  Isn’t  it  enough?” 

“It  is  strong  evidence.  Has  this  man  taken 
any  money  direct,  do  you  think?” 

“You  bet  he  hasn’t.  I  have  watched  every 
move  he  makes;  I  have  demanded  a  voucher  for 
every  ,  cent  received  and  paid  out  by  him.  I’m 
a  good  watch-dog  and  don’t  you  forget  it.  Mr. 
Brady.  Yes,  yes,  a  good  watch-dog.  He  can’t  get 
the  best  of  me.  But  now  you  know  my  sus¬ 
picions,  what  do  you  suggest?” 

“We  must  try  for  other  proof.  What  do  you 
know  about  Zeltner,  anyway?” 

“Very  little.  He  came  to  us  when  we  took 
over  another  concern  in  which  his  old  father 
was  heavily  interested.” 

“What  is  his  first  name?” 

“Anton.” 

“You  don’t  know  if  he  has  a  twin  brother,  I 
suppose?” 

“I  know  nothing  of  the  sort.  Wish  I  did.  It 
is  up  to  you  to  find  out  that.” 

“His  family  have  been  away  all  summer,  I 
understand?” 

“Is  fch^t  so?  I  didn't  know  it.  Reasons,  per¬ 
haps.  Couldn’t  fool  his  wife.  I  believe  Zeltner 
has  be^n  done  up  or  is  locked  up  somewhere. 
He  seemed  a  good  fellow.  This  man’s  disposition 
is  altogether  different.  But  there’s  your  clew. 
Now  make  the  most  of  it.” 

“Do  you  happen  to  know  the  address  of  the 
elder  Zeltner?”  asked  Alice. 

“Yes.  Out  on  North  La  Salle  Street,”  was  the 
reply.  “Do  you  think  of  putting  it  up  to  him? 

I  would.” 

“The  idea  appeals  to  me,”  said  Alice.  “What 
do  you  say,  Harry?” 


“Suppose  we  try  it.” 

“How?” 

“You  go  as  a  dummy.” 

“Looking  for  A.  A.  Zeltner  or  a  brother?” 

“The  latter." 

“But  I  have  no  first  name  to  go  by.” 

“You  can  fix  up  some  plan,  Alice,  I  am  sure 
of  it.” 

“I  think  so.  Suppose  we  try  it  right  now.” 

“I  highly  approve,”  said  Parker.  “If  you  could 
only  settle  it  that  there  are  two  Zeltners,  and 
are  brothers,  you  would  have  scored  a  big  point.” 

“I  believe  it  can  be  done,”  said  Harry.  “Let 
us  go.  Do  you  want  to  go  along,  Mr.  Parker, 
and  wait  for  us  on  the  outside?” 

“Delighted!”  cried  the  old^dude.  “All  I  want 
is  to  see  this  mystery  cleared  up.  If  I  can  lend 
you  a  helping  hand,  count  me  in  every  time.” 

So  they  went  to  the  North  Side  by  electric  car. 
The  address  was  far  out  on  North  La  Salle  Street. 
Here  they  found  that  the  number  was  attached 
to  a  comer  beer  saloon.  The  building  was  one  of 
a  row  of  flats. 

“Now,  Mr.  Parker,”  said  Harry,  “here  comes 
your  chance  to  do  a  little  detective  work.  Do 
you  ever  drink  beer?” 

“I  do — sometimes.” 

“It  won’t  pay  for  us  to  show  ourselves  too 
prominently  in  the  neighborhood.  What  we  want 
first  is  to  learn  all  we  can  about  old  man  Zelt¬ 
ner.  Have  you  ever  met  him?” 

“Never.  He  is  far  advanced  in  ye.ars.  His 
lawyer  represents  him  in  everything.” 

“Very  well.  Go  into  the  saloon.  Drink  a  glass 
of  beer  and  pump  whoever  is  behind  the  bar  for 
all  he  is  worth.  You  may  learn  much  or  nothing. 
At  least  you  can  try  it  on.” 

“Yours  truly!”  cried  the  sprightly  old  fellow. 
“Here  goes  for  a  try.  Where  shall  I  find  you?” 

“Either  on  this  block  or  the  next.  You  won't 
have  to  hunt  far.” 

Parker  departed  and  in  about  fifteen  minutes 
joined  them  further  along  on  the  block. 

“Listen  here,”  he  said.  “I  don’t  know  whether 
my  information  amounts  to  anything  or  not,  but 
such  as  it  is  it  is  not  on  tap  like  that  fellow’s 
beer,  which,  by  the  by,  was  good.” 

“Consider  the  spigot  turned,  arid  let  it  come,” 
replied  Harry. 

“Then  here  goes.  •  The  old  Zeltner  brpwery 
formerly  stood  on  those  lots.  It  was  pulled  down 
to  make  room  for  that  row  of  flats.  The  old  man 
is  a  miser.  He  lives  in  three  rooms  on  the  top 
floor  at  the  number  in  question  along  with  a 
housekeeper.  So  far  as  my  beer  man  knows,  he 
has  but  one  son,  Anton  A.,  but  he  said  that 
he  once  heard  that  there  was  another  son  who 
died  years  ago.  Shut  off  the  spigot.  The  keg 
has  run  dry.” 

“It  is  as  much  as  could  be  expected,”  said 
Harry.  “We  will  tackle  the  old  man.” 

“How  do  you  intend  to  go  about  it?” 

“We  are  going  to  assume  that  the  other  Zeltner 
is  alive,  that  Alice  here  is  his  wife  looking  for 
him.  I  am  her  brother.  We  are  both  deaf  and 
dumb.” 

“The  idea  isn’t  a  bad  one,  but  suppose  the  old 
man  can’t  do  the  deaf  and  dumb  act?” 

“The  chances  are  that  he  can,  for  he  must  have 
had  some  better  way  of  talking  with  bis  son  than 
by  writing  in  all  these  years.  Anyhow,  we  will 
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try  it  on.  Wait  here  and  see  what  we  have  to 
report.” 

Harry  and  Alice  then  entered  the  building  and 
ascended  to  the  top  floor.  While  it  posed  as  a 
flat,  it  was  actually  a  tenement  of  the  better 
class.  Having  located  the  Zeltner  apartments 
from  the  bell-board  at  the  door,  they  knocked  on 
the  first  door  they  came  to  on  the  right.  The 
knock  was  answered  by  an  elderly  German 
woman.  Alice-  inquired  for  Mr.  Zeltner  with  her 
fingers  in  German.  To  her  satisfaction  the 
woman  promptly  responded.  He  was  in;  what 
did  she  want?  To  see  him  in  reference  to  his 
son.  The  woman  seemed  surprised.  She  asked 
what  about. 

“I  can  only  tell  Mr.  Zeltner  that,”  replied  Alice. 
“I  must  see  him.  It  is  very  important.” 

The  woman  then  shut  the  door  in  her  face  and 
was  gone  some  time.  At  last  she  reappeared 
and  motioned  for  them  to  enter.  The  room 
into  which  they  passed  was  evidently  the  home 
of  a  man  who  worshiped  money.  It  was  furnish¬ 
ed  in  the  plainest  fashion  and  lighted  only  by  a 
small  lamp.  In  an  old  rocking  chair  with  a  broken 
back  sat  an  aged  man  bent  double  with  years 
and  infirmities.  His  hair  was  snow  white,  his 
beard  long  and  thin,  his  dress  was  merely  an 
old  wrapper  and  a  pair  of  carpet  slippers.  From 
the  jaded  appearance  of  his  eyes  it  was  easy  to 
see  that  they  were  in  bad  shape.  Alice  at  once 
began  her  dummy  talk. 

“I  want  to  find  my  husband,”  she  said  with 
her  fingers.  “He  has  deserted  me.  This  gentle¬ 
man  is  my  brother.  We  are  both  deaf  and  dumb. 
I  understand  you  are  Mr.  Zeltner’s  father — is  it 
not  so?” 

The  old  man’s  face  assumed  a  foxy  expression; 
his  eyes  winked  rapidly.  But  he  was  certainly 
able  to  meet  the  situation,  for  he  began  with  his 
fingers  as  soon  as  Alice  ceased. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  coming  here,  woman?” 
he  retorted.  “You  are  not  my  son  Anton’s  wife. 
Don’t  I  know  her?  Who  are  you?  Do  you  pre¬ 
tend  that  Anton  has  two  wives  already?  You 
must  be  crazy — yes.” 

“Anton!  I  know  no  Anton  Zeltner,”  answered 
Alice,  following  up  this,  “but  you  are  my  hus¬ 
band’s  father  all  right.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  you  are  the  wife  of  my 
son.  George?”  came  next. 

“Yes.” 

The  old  man’s  wrath  rose. 

“Go  away!”  he  answered.  “How  dare  you  come 
to  me,  you  dumb  fool!  That  man  is  a  crook,  a 
thief.  I  cast  him  off  years  ago.  George  Zeltner 
is  no  son  of  mine.” 

“Tell  me  where  he  is!”  pursued  Alice.  “You 
must  know.  I  demand  to  know!  He  has  deserted 
me  and  the  children.  I  will  have  my  rights.” 

>  “Go,  go!”  said  the  old  brower.  “Don’t  talk  to 
me  of  your  children.  They  are  no  grandchildren 
of  mine.  I  will  never  own  them!” 

And  then  impelled  by  curiosity,  he  asked  how 
many  children  there  were.  Alice  made  it  three, 
and  was  ready  with  their  names  if  she  had  been 
asked,  but  she  was  not.  The  old  fellow  seemed 
to  almost  collapse  as  he  again  ordered  her  out, 
and  this  time  she  went.  Harry  had  no  occasion 
to  interfere. 

“You  managed  it  splendidly,  Alice,”  he  whis¬ 
pered  as  they  descended  the  stairs. 


“Glad  you  were  pleased,”  replied  Alice.  “I 
think  myself  I  did  pretty  well.” 

Peter  Parker  thought  so,  too. 

“I  told  you  so,”  he  said.  “The  only  thing  you 
fell  down  in  was  in  not  finding  out  if  these 
brothers  were  twins.” 

“It  did  not  seem  possible,”  replied  Alice.  “You 
see  we  had  to  work  quick.” 

“You  did  all  the  work.  I  did  nothing,”  added 
Harry.  “But  we  have  proved  your  point,  Mr. 
Parker,  and  we  must  rest  satisfied  with  that. 
Your  present  treasurer,  in  all  probability,  is 
George  Zeltner,  the  crook.  Question  is,  what  has 
become  of  Anton?” 

“Probably  he  has  been  murdered,”  replied 
Parker. 

Harry  was  on  the  point  of  telling  him  all 
then,  but  he  concluded  not  to  do  so  until  he  had 
consulted  his  chief. 

“I  suppose  we  have  done  all  we  can  to-night,” 
observed  Parker.  “Do  we  go  back  downtown?” 

Harry  thought  so,  and  they  started.  Sud¬ 
denly  Parker  turned  on  him  and  asked  what  Old 
King  Brady  meant  what  he  questioned  Zeltner 
about  Demetri,  the  Greek. 

“Impossible  for  me  to  say,”  replied  Harry. 
“You  must  put  that  question  to  Old  King  Brady, 
but  tell  me,  Mr.  Parker,  has  Zeltner — George,  as 
we  will  now  call  the  treasurer — been  in  the  habit 
of  receiving  any  visitors  who  might  have  been 
Greeks  ?  ” 

“And  that  is  why  I  asked,”  answered  Parker. 
“But  I  don’t  know  that  I  ever  saw  a  Greek  to 
know  him  as  such.  Just  what  do  they  look  like?” 

“So  much  like  an  Italian  that  you  could  not 
tell  the  difference.” 

“Well,  then  there  has  been  a  man  who  has 
called  at  the  office  several  times  within  the  last 
three  weeks  to  see  Zeltner  who  will  perfectly  fill 
the  bill.” 

“Describe  him.” 

“He  is  a  very  dark  man,  with  black  hair  and 
black  eyes,  evidently  a  foreigner.” 

“You  have  no  idea  what  his  business  with 
Zeltner  is?” 

“Not  the  least.  They  always  talk  with  their 
fingers.  I  am  Only  just  learning,  but  the  man  is 
not  deaf  and  dumb.” 

They  continued  to  discuss  the  situation  in  a 
general  way  until  they  finally  parted  at  the  Sher¬ 
man  House. 


CHAPTER  VII. — Back  to  Paradise  Island. 

Old  King  Brady  found  himself  in  for  a  long 
shadow,  and  at  first  it  was  a  very  dull  one.  The 
automobile  which  Mr.  Howe  entered  ran  down 
to  the  Palmer  House  and  remained  ,in  waiting. 
So  did  Old  King  Brady  in  his  hired  machine.  The 
couple  were  gone  for  oyer  an  hour.  The  old  de¬ 
tective  spotted  them  in  the  restaurant  eating. 
I  hey  then  treated  themselves  to  a  long  riae 
around  the  parks.  Old  King  Brady  trailed  after 
them,  but  as  they  did  not  leave  the  machine  it 
was  (lull  work.  At  last  they  ran  downtown  again, 
and  Howe  got  out  in  the  neighborhood  of  the 
Auditorium. 

rhe  woman  with  the  purple  veil  was  now  out  of 
tne  case,  apparently.  Mr.  Howe  went  on  to  the 
Auditorium  where  he  lived,  it  will  be  reiuoio- 
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bered,  and  entered.  This  seemed  to  settle  it,  and 
might  have  done  so  for  another  detective,  but  Old 
King:  Bradv  was  not  giving  up  yet  bv  any  means. 
His  opinion  of  Mr.  Howe  had  changed.  While 
he  was  by  no  means  nrepared  to  pronounce  the 
president  the  forger,  he  had  come  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  Mr.  Howe  was  a  vain,  weak  man, 
and  capable  of  doing  any  foolish  thing.  He  de¬ 
termined  not  to  abandon,  the  trail  before  mid¬ 
night  except  to  get  his  supper,  and  this  seemed  a 
favorable  time.  Instructing  the  chauffeur  to  keep 
a  close  watch,  the  old  detective  hurried  to  a 
neighboring  restaurant  and  snatched  a  hasty  bite. 

“Anything  doing?”  he  asked  when  he  returned 
to  the  automobile. 

“I  haven’t  seen  him,  sir,”  was  the  reply. 

Nor  did  Old  King  Brady  see  the  president 
until  along  towards  eleven  o’clock  after  he  was 
almost  worn  out  with  waiting.  Then  suddenly 
his  man  came  out  of  the  hotel.  He  was  rather 
roughly  dressed  and  wore  a  golf  cap.  He  hur¬ 
ried  away  from  the  hotel  on  foot. 

“Follow,”  was  Old  King  Brady’s  order. 

He  felt  that  perhaps  after  all  there  was  go¬ 
ing  to  be  something  doing,  although  he  had  prac¬ 
tically  given  it  up.  When  Mr.  Howe  reached  the 
nearest  station  of  the  elevated  railroad  he  started 
up  the  steps. 

“I  leave  you  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

He  had  already  settled  with  the  chauffeur,  and 
he  lost  not  an  instant  in  gaining  the  elevated 
station.  Nor  was  he  any  too  soon:  A  south¬ 
bound  train  was  just  pulling  in  and  Mr.  Howe 
went  aboard.  Of  course  the  old  detective  fol¬ 
lowed,  and  then  the  real  chase  began.  It  was 
no  surprise  to  Old  King  Brady  when  the  presi¬ 
dent  left  the  train  at  the  station  nearest  to  the 
old  club-house  where  the  night  before  in  the  fog 
he  and  his  partners  had  boarded  the  boat.  The 
old  detective  expected  nothing  else.  His  sus¬ 
picions  of  Mr.  Howe  were  now  on  the  increase. 
He  trailed  after  the  man.  and  the  trail  led  him 
to  the  old  club-house,  as  he  supposed  it  would. 
But  Mr.  Howe  did  not  attempt  to  enter  the  de¬ 
serted  building.  He  first  went  around  it  on  the 
land  side. 

Old  King  Brady  watching  from  a  distance  saw 
that  he  was  evidently  looking  for  someone.  No 
one  appearing,  the  president  went  out  upon  a 
balcony  which  extended  over  the  water,  and  there 
sat  down  on  the  rail  to  wait.  It  was  now  nearly 
midnight.  Old  King  Brady  drew  nearer.  He  had 
almost  come  to  the  conclusion  to  declare  him¬ 
self  and  take  his  chances,  when  hearing  footsteps 
behind  him.  he  drew  further  back  into  the  shadows 
of  a  building  alongside  which  he  was  standing 
and  turned  to  look.  A  man  was  approaching. 
Considering  how  warm  the  night  was,  the  man 
was  peculiarly  dressed,  for  he  wore  a  light  over¬ 
coat  with  the  collar  turned  up,  and  a  slouch  hat 
was  pulled  low  down  over  his  eyes. 

The  man  advanced  to  the  club-house,  and,  go¬ 
ing  out  to  the  balcony,  joined  Mr.  Howe.  They 
4id  not  shake  hands,  but  stood  talking  at  some 
little  distance  from  each  other,  and  once  the  presi¬ 
dent  waved  the  man  back  as  he  made  a  move 
to  approach  nearer.  Old  King  Bradv  closed  in  as 
near  as  he  dared,  but  it  was  not  possible  to  get 
close  enough  to  hear  what  was  being  said.  At 
la*t  Mr.  Howe  seemed  to  lose  patience,  and  wav¬ 
ing  the  ma-i  a  ide,  he  attempted  to  pass  him. 


1  his  brought  the  climax.  Suddenly  a  second 
man  appeared  on  the  scene.  Both  now  closed  on 
Mr.  Howe.  Old  King  Brady  instantly  lumped  in 
ready  to  do  business.  But  this  was  the  time' the 
old  detective  missed  it.  Before  lie  could  fairly 
draw  his  revolver  he  was  felled  bv  a  stunning 
blow  on  the  back  of  the  head,  which  for  the  mo¬ 
ment  rendered  him  unconscious.  When  he  came 
to  himself  the  situation  was  serious  enough.  His 
hands  and,  legs  had  been  securely  bound.  Two. 
rnen  were  busily  searching  him.  He  closed  his 
eyes,  which,  indeed,  he  had, not  fully  opened,  and 
listened  to  their  talk. 

Suie,  he  s  Old  King  Brady,”  one  remarked  as 
he  appropriated  the  old  detective’s  watch. 

“I  never  said  he  wasn’t,”  came  the  reply. 

Then  it  was: 

“Huh!  You’ve  drawn  a  prize  all  right.” 

The  watch  was  but  a  cheap  affair.  Old  King 
Brady  never  carries  an  expensive  one. 

“It’s  something,  anyway,”  was  the  reply.  “He 
don’t  seem  to  have  much  of  a  roll,  either.” 

He  had  secured  five  one-dollar  bills.  Pretty 
slim  pickings,  that.  If  he  had  but  known  it,  Old 
King  Brady  had  a  good  fat  roll  hidden  in  a  secret 
pocket,  but  this  they  did  not  find. 

“And  now  what  ought  we  to  do  with  him?” 
one  asked. 

“Pity  those  shots  missed  last  night.” 

1  That  s  up  to  you.  Wait  till  Joe  comes  back. 
He’ll  decide.” 

Was  the  allusion  to  Joe  Demetri,  the  Greek? 
Old  King  Brady  wondered.  A  foreign  looking 
fellow  now  joined  the  pair.  They  now  began  to 
talk  in  some  foreign  language.  At  last  they 
appeared  to  have  decided  the  question.  They  pick¬ 
ed  up  the  old  detective,  carried  him  down  upon 
the  pier  and  lowered  him  into  a  boat  where  he 
was  laid  down  alongside  of  another  prisoner.  It 
was  Mr.  Howe,  of  course.  The  president  was 
gagged  as  well  as  bound.  One  of  the  men  now 
said  in  English: 

The  old  bloke  is  dead  all  right.  We  may  as 
well  heave  him  into  the  lake.” 

No,  snarled  another — it  was  the  foreigner — 
“not  unless  I  am  sure  he’s  dead;  then  I  will.” 

Old  King  Brady  thought  it  was  about  time  to 
come  to  life,  and  he  promptly  did  so  with  many 
a  sigh  and  groan. 

“Told  you  he  wasn’t  dead,”  growled  the  foreign¬ 
er.  “We  better  gag  him  now.” 

“Don’t,”  pleaded  the  old  detective,  “I  am  almost 
dead,  boys.  Spare  me  that  and  I  promise  not  to 
make  a  sound.” 

“If  you  make  half  a  one  it  means  your  finish,” 
said  the  man. 

After  that  nothing  more  was  said.  The  rowers, 
one  of  whom  had  his  feet  .resting  on  Old  King 
Brady,  pulled  steadily  on.  Meanwhile  Mr.  Howe 
kept  groaning  and  sighing,  but  not  the  least  at¬ 
tention  was  paid  to  him.  At  last  they  ran  along¬ 
side  a  pier  and  made  fast.  Mr.  Howe  was  now 
taken  out  and  carried  away.  After  a  considerable 
wait  the  old  detective’s  turn  came.  He,  like  the 
president,  was  hauled  out  upon  the  pier  by  means 
of  a  rope.  Here  they  untied  his  legs  and  set  him 
on  his  feet. 

“You’ll  come  along  with  us  now,  old  man,”  said 
the  one  addressed  as  Joe,  and  he  took  him  by  the 
arm  and  led  him  forward. 

It  was  Paradise  Island  again.  There  jtood  the 
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unfinished  hotel  right  ahead  of  them.  Old  King 
Brady  saw  a  man  wearing  a  black  mask  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  steps.  He  did  not  speak,  however,  as 
Joe  led  the  old  detective  up  on  to  the  piazza, 
but  turned  and  followed  them.  They  went  around 
to  the  side  of  the  building  facing  the  lake,  where 
they  entered  a  little  room.  Old  King  Brady  had 
looked  behind  this  door  when  he  made  his  ex¬ 
amination,  finding  that  it  opened  into  a  small 
inclosure  opening  overhead  into  the  unfinished 
upper  stories.  There  had  been  no  ladder  here 
then,  but  there  was  one  now.  Joe  went  up  ahead, 
calling  to  Old  King  Brady  to  follow. 

“Don’t  you  hold  back  now,  old  man!”  he  cried. 
“Look  behind  you  and  you  will  see  why.” 

The  silent  mask  stood  there  with  a  revolver 
aimed  at  him.  It  was  clearly  no  time  for  discus¬ 
sion  or  argument,  so  Old  King  Brady  went  up  the 
ladder,  his  hands,  we  should  have  mentioned,  hav¬ 
ing  been  previously  released.  Joe  was  waiting 
for  him  at  the  top  of  the  ladder  with  a  lantern. 
So  was  another  man.  Old  King  Brady  was  now 
tumbled  over  and  tied  up  again. 

They  did .  not  blindfold  him,  but  Joe  laid  a 
handkerchief  loosely  over  his  face,  so  it  amounted 
to  the  same  thing.  They  then  picked  the  old  de¬ 
tective  up  and  carried  him  by  many  windings  for 
a  considerable  distance.  At  last  they  laid  their 
burden  down,  the  handkerchief  was  removed  and 
a  door  closed,  leaving  the  old  detective  in  dark¬ 
ness  alongside  a  groaning  man. 

“Mr.  Howe,  is  that  you?”  demanded  Old  King 
Brady. 

Certain  mumbling  sounds  came  in  answer.  It 
was  the  president,  of  course,  and  he  was  still 
gagged. 

“Listen,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  saw  how 
that  cloth  was  tied  over  your  mouth;  work  your 
jaws  all  you  can  and  you  may  be  able  to  loosen 
it.  Probably  it  will  slip  down.” 

The  advice  was  followed,  and  at  length  the 
president  spoke. 

“Oh,  what  a  fool  I  have  been,  Brady!”  were 
his  first  words.- 

“Oh  course,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Here’s 
another  of  the  same  breed.” 

“But  you  were  attending  to  your  legitimate 
business.  I  was  going  outside  of  mine.” 

“Don’t  upbraid  yourself.  We  all  make  mis¬ 
takes.  Yours  was  in  not  taking  your  detective 
into  your  confidence  after  you  had  engaged  him.” 

“Exactly  so.  Were  you  shadowing  me?” 

“I  was.” 

“How  long  have  you  been  at  it?” 

“Every  since  you  left  the  works.  I  tried  to 
save  you  from  this  but  I  was  not  quick  enough 
it  seems.” 

“And  now  we  are  both  up  against  it.  Oh,  what 
a  fool  I  have  been.” 

“You  made  that  remark  before,  and  I  fail  to 
see  what  can  be  gained  by  repeating  it.  But 
unless  I  miss  my  guess  you  were  fooled  by  a 
woman.” 

“It  is  so.” 

“With  a  purple  veil.” 

“I  wish  she  had  her  purple  veil  crammed  down 
her  throat!  I  wish  I  had  listened  to  you!” 

ell,  well,”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  “you  can 
console  vourself,  Mr.  Howe,  with  the  reflection 
that  1  am  here  with  yott.  And  now  what  about 


it?  Do  I  get  your  full  confidence  or  do  I  not? 
That  will  go  a  long  way  towards  getting  me  at 
least  out  of  the  fog.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. — The  Dummy’s  Latest  Tip. 

Needless  to  say  Old.  King  Brady  did  not  return 
to  the  Sherman  House  that  night.  Harry  and 
Alice  were  not  a  little  disturbed  when  they  found 
that  he  was  not  on  hand  next  morning. 

“I  am  afraid  the  governor  has  butted  in  at  the 
wrong  pew  again,”  remarked  Harry.  “What  to 
do  about  it  I  don’t  know.” 

“Perhaps  we  shall  find  that  he  has  sent  some 
word  to  the  office,”  suggested  Alice. 

But  it  was  not  so.  After  breakfast  they  began 
to  discuss  the  case. 

“We  must  keep  on  working,”  said  Harry.  “Of 
course,  the  governor  will  turn  up  all  right.  He 
always  does,  but  what  are  we  to  do  in  the  mean¬ 
time  ?” 

“Follow  up  our  discovery  of  last  night,  I  sup¬ 
pose,”  said  Alice. 

“Yes,  but  how?” 

“Strike  for  more  information  about  that  man 
Zeltner.  I  have  an  idea  that  if  he  is  a  profes¬ 
sional  crook,  being  also  a  dummy,  he  is  likely 
known  to  the  police.” 

“I  don’t  think  so,”  replied  Harry.  “If  he  was 
he  would  hardly  dare  to  undertake  so  dangerous 
a  scheme  as  to  personate  his  brother  right  here 
in  Chicago.  However,  we  can  inquire.” 

They  accordingly  went  to  Headquarters  and 
put  the  question  to  the  chief  of  Chicago’s  police 
detectives. 

“No  such  person  on  the  blacklist  in  my  time,” 
replied  Mr.  Flynn,  the  official  in  question.  “How 
old  should  you  say  he  was?” 

“At  least  fifty.” 

“He  may  date  back  a  good  many  years  then. 
Our  records  are  indexed.  You  can  look  him  up 
for  yourself,  Brady.” 

Harry  accepted  the  invitation.  The  name  and 
record  of  George  Zeltner  was  soon  found.  The 
man  had  turned  crooked  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
five,  it  appeared.  He  had  originally  been  a  book¬ 
keeper  in  his  father’s  brewery.  Here  he  robbed 
the  old  man  of  a  large  sum  and  fled  the  city.  He 
was  next  reported  as  a  common  swindler  in  New 
Orleans.  There  was  a  record  of  his  arrest  in 
New  York  five  years  later  for  burglary.  This 
time  he  got  five  years  in  Sing  Sing.  The  case 
was  plain.  A.  A.  Zeltner  was  being  personated 
by  his  brother  George,  a  professional  crook.  But 
what  had  become  of  Anton?  This  was  the  all 
important  question  now. 

Let  us  go  to  that  house  on  Ashland  avenue 
and  see  if  we  can’t  get  in  and  make  a  search.” 
suggested  Alice.  “AVe  may  unearth  something.” 

Harry  assented  and  they  went.  The  house  was 
a  substantial  three-story  yellow  brick  structure. 

It  bore  every  evidence  of  having  been  closed  for 
some  time.  The  door  was  secured  only  by  an 
ordinary  key,  and  Harry  found  little  difficulty  in 
opening  it  with  his  skeletons.  In  a  moment  thev 
found  themselves  inside. 

"H  sepm.j'®  very  stuffy."  remarked 

£!'£?•  ,  Th?  m,an  evidently  is  stopping  here,  .is  I 
learned  yesterday  from  the  neighbors.” 
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This  was  presently  proved  by  a  look  into  the 
front  chamber  on  the  second  story,  which  had 
been  recently  occupied.  The  detectives  now  began 
their  search.  The  house  was  well  furnished  and 
in  good  order.  But  at  the  same  time  it  was 
certain  that  some  one  had  given  it  a  general 
overhauling.  Certain  closet  doors  had  been  pried 
open  with  a  jimmy.  It  looked  like  burglars' 
work.  But  as  they  nowT  knew  that  George  Zeltner 
was  himself  a  burglar,  they  were  ready  to  admit 
that  all  this  was  his  doings.  . 

But  after  an  extended  search  nothing  had  been 
discovered  to  shed  any  light  upon  the  fog  which 
seemed  to  have  enveloped  this  case  from  the  start. 
Such  was  the  situation  when  Alice,  who  was  ex¬ 
amining  the  desk  in  the  library  for.  the  second 
time,  came  across  a  bunch  of  letters  in  a  pigeon¬ 
hole  which  had  been  overlooked. 

“From  a  woman.  Written  in  German,  and 
signed  Sophie,”  she  announced. 

“To  whom  are  they  addressed?”  demanded 

Harry 

“Dear  George,  George  Dearest,  and  so  on.  Give 
me  a  chance  to  read  them.” 

Alice  did  this  and  announced  that  all  were 
merely  love  letters  except  one,  which  bore  date 
of  the  day  before. 

“Listen  to  this,”  she  said,  and,  translating,  she 

read  as  follows:  .  , 

“George  Dear:  I  have  written  the  letter  to 
Mr.  H.  The  hardest  task  you  can  set  me  is  to 
make  love  to  another  man  than  your  own  dear 
self.  Isn’t  is  strange,  my  darling,  that  although 
I  never  have  heard  the  sound  of  your  voice,  I 
can  love  you  as  I  do?  But  enough  of  this.  I 
have  had  my  answer.  Mr.  H.  is  to  meet  me  to¬ 
morrow.  I  shall  take  him  for  a  ride  in  my  auto¬ 
mobile  and  shall  tell  him  just  what  you  say.  I 
wish  vou  success,  George,  but  don’t  kill  him.  Hold 
him  a  prisoner  till  you  can  work  your  scheme 
out  to  a  finish.  I  am  sure  bad  luck  will  come  to 
us  if  you  don’t  heed  this  warning.  I  do  so  long 
to  see  it  all  finished,  George,  so  you  and  I  can 
go  down  to  Mexico  and  live  happily  by  ourselves. 
Remember  your  promise.  If  all  this  succeeds,  you 
are  to  shake  the  gang  and  quit  this  dangerous  life 
forever.  Lovingly,  Sophie. 


“Come!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Mr.  H.  must  mean 
Mr.  Howe?” 

“Looks  so,”  replied  Alice. 

“Isn’t  that  letter  dated  anywhere? 

“No,  but  one  of  the  others  is.” 

“WThere  ?” 

“Stanard’s  Hotel,  No.  -  Wabash  avenue.” 

“If  Sophie  would  only  give  her  last  name!’ 

Harry  pondered  for  a  moment. 

“The  intention  evidently  is  to  carry  Mr.  Howe 
off  if  the  letter  refers  to  Mr.  Howe,”  he  said. 
“I  believe  I  will  warn  him.” 

“And  interfere  with  Mr.  Brady’s  plans?” 

“He  ought  to  turn  up  and  tell  ^us  about  his 
nians  if  he  don’t  want  interference.” 

“Don’t  say  too  much.  There  is  no  telling  what 
mav  have  occurred,  you  know.” 

“That's  so,  too.  All  the  same  I  think  we  may 
as  well  get  over  to  the  works  and  sound  the 

They  went.  They  found  Mr.  Parker  the  only 
officer  on  hand. 

“I’m  glad  you  have  come,”  said  the  secretary. 


“Mr.  Howe  has  not  turned  up.  I  telephoned  the 
Auditorium,  where  he  lives,  to  see  if  he  was  sick, 
and  the  word  I  got  was  that  he  went  away  late 
last  night  and  has  not  been  seen  since.” 

“Indeed!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “And  Mr.  Zelt¬ 
ner?” 

“He  was  here  this  morning.  He  immediately 
left  for  Boston.  Says  his  wife  is  sick.  I  tried 
to  get  you  on  the  telephone.  He  ought  to  have 
been  arrested.  L  didn’t  know  what  to  do.” 

“Has  Old  King  Brady  been  here  this  morn¬ 
ing?”  inquired  Harry. 

Mr.  Parker  assured  him  that  he  had  not.  Harry 
and  Alice  left  then. 

“And  now  for  Stanard’s  hotel,”  said  Harry. 

They  had  come  out  to  the  Archer  avenue  fac¬ 
tory  by  the  electric  cars,  and  they  proposed  to 
return  in  the  same  way.  They  had  to  wait  for 
a  car,  and  as  they  stood  on  the  corner  talking,  a 
ragged  boy  suddenly  pushed  past  them,  thrust¬ 
ing  a  paper  into  Alice’s  hand.  It  was  the  dummy. 

“Stop  that  boy!”  she  cried,  for  he  instantly  took 
to  his  heels. 

Harry  made  a  move  to  do  so,  but  instantly 
checked  himself,  for  it  would  have  been  impos¬ 
sible  without  creating  a  scene.  The  boy  was  go¬ 
ing  like  the  wind.  Alice  opened  the  twisted-up 
paper  and  found  scrawled  upon  it: 

“De  gang  got  old  King  Brady  last  night.  Dey 
got  dat  old  man,  too.  Go  to  Paradise  Island  right 
away.  Dere  ain’t  nobody  dere  now.  You  can  get 
’em  easy — see  ?  Dis  is  straight  goods  and  no 
stall.” 

“Well!”  exclaimed  Harry,  “this  alters  things. 
Do  you  believe  it?” 

“Harry,  it  is  up  to  you.  I  don’t  know  what  to 
say,”  Alice  replied. 

The  car  came  and  they  got  aboard,  for  it  would 
take  them  on  their  way  in  any  case. 

“I  think  we  may  as  well  go,”  said  Harry  after 
they  had  seated  themselves. 

“Then  let  us  risk  it  and  go.  I  know  Mr.  Brady 
would  greatly  prefer  not  to  have  the  police 
brought  into  the  case.  We  can  observe  great 
care.” 

Their  determination  once  taken  they  did  not 
turn  back,  and  they  now  went  to  the  place  where 
they  had  left  the  boat.  It  was  still  there.  The 
old  boatman  reported  that  no  one  had  been  there 
inquiring  for  it  since  they  left. 

Harry  helped  Alice  aboard,  and  they  pulled 
over  to  Paradise  Island.  The  distance  which  had 
seemed  so  great  before  in  the  fog  now  appeared 
as  nothing.  Landing  where  they  did  before,  they 
ascended  the  ladder  and  approached  the  unfinished 
hotel.  The  premises  appeared  to  be  entirely  de¬ 
serted.  They  entered  the  office  and  went  into  the 
dining-room,  but  nothing  was  discovered.  Their 
search  extended  over  the  entire  ^ower  portion  of 
the  building,  but  it  was  just  the  same.  Harry 
even  opened  the  little  door  through  which  Old 
King  Brady  had  Seen  taken.  There  was  no  lad¬ 
der  here  now,  buY  it  will  be  remembered  there 
had  been  none  there  when  they  looked  before,  so 
Harry  closed  the  door  without  giving  it  a  second 
thought. 

“I  am  afraid  we  have  been  fooled,  Alice,”  he 
remarked.  “It  begins  to  look  to  me  afl  if  we 
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better  get  out  of  here  as  quick  as  we  can  before 
we  are  captured  ourselves.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  replied  Alice.  “That  boy  has 
stood  our  friend  thus  far  in  the  case.  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  he  meant  to  fool  us.”  * 

“But  what  shall  we  do?” 

“Wait.” 

“A  woman’s  advice.  I  am  for  action.” 

“Reject  the  woman’s  advice,  then,  and  act  if 
you  can  think  of  anything;  to  do.  I  can’t.  I  have 
an  idea,  though,  that  the  boy  will  turn  up  in  due 
time  and  give  us  a  steer.” 

They  walked  up  and  down  the  piazaz  for  a 
while. 

“If  we  are  going  to  stay  here  we  may  as  well 
sit  down,”  observed  Harry  at  last.  “I’ll  go  inside 
and  get  the  bench.” 

He  stepped  into  the  office,  immediately  coming 
out  again  with  a  paper  in  his  hand. 

“We  need  someone  to  teach  us  our  business, 
Alice!”  he  exclaimed.  “Look!  This  is  a  note  from 
the  boy.  It  was  lying  on  the  bench.  We  must 
have  overlooked  it.” 

“Indeed  we  didn’t!”  cried  Alice.  “I  remember 
particularly  looking  on  the  bench.  If  there  had 
been  any  letter  lying  there  I  should  certainly  have 
seen  it.  But  what  does  it  say?” 

Harry  read  as  follows: 

“Go  to  de  little  door,  climb  the  ladder;  go  down 
to  de  wing  nearest  de  shore;  open  de  door  you 
see  dere.” 

“He  must  mean  that  door  around  on  the  side,” 
said  Harry.  “There  was  no  ladder  there  when 
we  looked.” 

They  looked  again,  however,  and  this  time  there 
was  a  ladder  in  place. 

“The  boy  is  here,”  observed  Alice.  “I  wish  he 
would  show  himself  and  explain  this  mystery.” 

Harry  stood  hesitating. 

“This  looks  bad,”  he  said.  “More  and  more  as 
if  there  was  some  intention  of  leading  us  into  a 
trap.  I  can’t  leave  you  behind,  Alice,  while  I 
explore  up  there.  What  is  more,  I  won’t,  and  you 
can’t  walk  over  the  beams.” 

“Hark!”  breathed  Alice.  “It  seems  to  me  that 
I  hear  someone  walking  over  the  beams  now.” 

Harry  listened. 

“You  are  right,”  he  said.  “There  is  certainly 
someone  up  there.  We  must  be  prepared.” 

He  drew  his  revolver  and  waited.  The  sounds 
grew  louder.  Someone  was  walking  above  and 
evidently  nearing  the  ladder. 

“Stand  back,  Alice,”  whispered  Harry.  “A  min¬ 
ute  will  settle  it.” 

He  was  right.  A  moment  later  a  man  was  seen 
descending  the  ladder.  As  he  came  lower  they 
failed  to  recognize  him  as  anyone  they  knew. 

“Hold  on  there!”  shouted  Harry.  “I  have  you 
covered!  Turn  and  show  your  face!” 

“Certainly.  Anything  to  oblige  you,  Harry!” 
came  the  reply  in  a  familiar  voice. 

And  when  the  man  on  the  ladder  turned,  there 
stood  Old  King  Brady  in  his  disguise. 


CHAPTER  IX. — Coming  Out  of  the  Fog  at  Last. 

“Good  for  you!”  cried  Harry.  “Come  on  down, 
governor,  and  explain  this  mystery  if  you  can.” 
Old  King  Brady  promptly  joined  them. 


“What  in  the  world  brought  you  two  here? 
Looking  for  me?”  he  asked. 

“Sure,”  replied  Harry.  “Tipped  off  by  the  little 
dummy.  Did  he  set  you  free?” 

“I  set  myself  free.” 

“You  have  been  a  prisoner  up  there,  then?” 

“All  night  and  up  to  just  now,”  was  the  reply, 
and  Old  King  Brady  went  on  to  explain  what  had 
happened. 

“We  lay  there  for  hours,”  he  said  when  he 
got  to  the  point  where  he  and  Mr.  Howe  found 
themselves  prisoners  in  the  darkness.  “Morning 
came  and  found  us  still  up  against  it.  I  tried 
every  way  in  the  world  to  free  myself,  but  it  was 
no  use.” 

“And  is  Mr.  Howe  up  there  now?”  broke  in 
Harry. 

“Wait.  Let  me  tell  my  story  in  my  own  way,” 
replied  the  old  detective.  “Matters  had  reached 
this  point  when  the  door  was  opened  and  two 
masked  men  entered.  They  picked  up  Mr.  Howe 
and  carried  him  away  with  them.  I  tried  to 
make  them  talk,  but  it  was  no  use.  That  was 
about  three  hours  ago.” 

“And  you  were  locked  in  again?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes.  It  was  light  now,  and  left  alone  I  sup-, 
pose  I  became  more  alert.  At  all  events,  by 
rolling  around  I  came  upon  a  nail  in  the  floor 
which  had  not  been  driven  home,  and  I  began 
our  old  sawing  trick  with  the  cords.  It  took  a 
long  while,  but  it  finally  did  the  business.  Once 
I  got  my  hands  free  the  rest  was  easy,  and  here 
I  am.  If  I  had  had  any  idea  that  you  two  were 
on  hand,  I  think  I  should  have  waited  and  let 
you  do  the  rescue  act,  for  I  am  about  worn  out 
with  it  all.  But  now  go  ahead  with  your  story. 
I  feel  all  in  a  fog  about  this  bothersome  case.” 

Harry  told  his  story  as  they  sat  on  the  bench 
which  he  brought  out  on  the  piazza. 

“Well?”  demanded  Alice  when  he  had  finished, 
“has  the  fog  lifted  any,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“I  think  I  may  say  that  you  have  cleared  away 
a  good  bit  of  it,”  replied  the  old  detective.  This 
George  Zeltner  has  evidently  kidnaped  his  brother 
and  usurped  his  place.  All  that  is  plain.  Equally 
plain  would  it  seem  to  be  that  he  is  the  forger.” 

“You  no  longer  suspect  Mr.  Howe?” 

“Oh,  no!  It  is  impossible  in  the  light  of  the 
conversation  we  had  while  we  lay  there  last  night. 
He  received  a  letter  from  this  woman,  who  pre¬ 
tended  to  be  a  rich  widow  who  had  seen  him  and 
was  stuck  on  him.  He  met  her  by  appointment, 
took  her  to  the  Palmer  House  to  supper  and 
for  a  ride  around  the  parks,  in  course  of  which 
she  pretended  to^open  up  her  heart  to  him  and 
told  him  that  Peter  Parker  was  paying  attention 
to  her;  that  she  knew  him  to  be  the  forger  of  the 
,>notes;  that  she  had  an  appointment  with  him, 
and  that  they  were  coming  to  the  old  club-house 
at  midnight  to  go  over  to  Paradise  Island,  where 
Parker  was  to  meet  the  rest  of  the  gang.  The 
woman  admited  that  she  was  a  professional  crool  . 
No  matter  about  all  the  details  of  it.  Enough 
to  say  that  altogether  she  completely  hoodwinked 
old  man  Howe,  and  he  fell  into  the  clutches  of 
the  gang  in  the  manner  I  have  told  you.  Just 
let  me  see  that  letter  you  found  in  Ze.ltner’s 
house.” 

Having  read  the  letter,  Old  King  Brady  looked 
grave. 
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*1  am  afraid  they  intend  to  kill  Mr.  Howe,” 
he  said. 

“But  why?”  Questioned  Harry. 

“Why,  look  at  the  situation,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “The  National  Agricultural  Machinery 
Co.  is  a  big  commercial  interest.  Then  there  is 
old  man  Zeltner’s  fortune,  which  probably  runs 
up  into  the  millions.  If  George  Zeltner  can  hold 
the  position  he  has  usurped  it  will  make  him  a 
very  rich  man.  The  old  father  is  apparently  too 
blind  to  detect  the  deception.  Parker  is  more 
or  less  a  fool,  evidently,  or  at  least  George  Zelt¬ 
ner  probably  considers  him  so.  Howe  is  the  one 
to  fear;  consequently  he  gets  Howe  out  of  the 
way,  and,  incidentally.  Old  King  Brady.  If  I  had 
one  to  his  house  that  night  there  is  no  sort  of 
oubt  that  I  should  have  got  myself  into  trouble. 
That’s  the  way  I  look  at  the  situation  at  least.” 

“Do  you  think  the  man  you  heard  called  Joe 
is  your  Joe  Demetri,  the  Greek?” 

“All  I  can  say,  Harry,  is  that  he  looked  like 
a  Greek,  but  I  was  not  able  to  identify  him.  The 
masked  man  I  believe  to  be  George  Zeltner.  The 
fact  that  he  never  once  spoke  bears  my  sup- 

{>osition  out.  It  seems  to  me  that  our  best  hold 
ies  with  this  boy,  who  evidently  is  friendly 
towards  us.  He  must  have  put  the  ladder  in 
place,  and  if  he  did  he  is  here  on  the  island  now.” 

“So  I  say,”  added  Alice.  “I  fully  endorse  your 
reasoning,  Mr.  Brady,  and  I  think  you  have  clear¬ 
ed  a  good  bit  of  the  fog  away.” 

“But  Mr.  Howe,”  said  Harry. 

“Must  be  found,”  replied  the  old  detective 
quickly.  “This  gang  cannot  be  a  large  one,  or 
at  least  there  can’t  be  many  of  them  here  now 
in  the  daytime.” 

“None  if  the  boy  told  the  truth,”  put  in  Alice. 
“And  I  was  going  to  add,”  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  “that  now  is  the  time  for  us  to  make  a 
thorough  search  of  these  premises,  which  has  not 
been  done  yet,  for  the  upper  stories  remain  prac¬ 
tically  unexplored.  Moreover,  I  have  picked  up 
a  pointer,  or  I  think  I  have.” 

“Which  is?”  inquired  Harry. 

“When  those  men  approached  the  door  of  my 
prison  and  when  they  went  away  again.  With 
Howe  they  certainly  did  not  come  or  go  by  the 
road  I  traveled,  but  on  one  side;  it  was  to  the 
right  as  I  lay  facing  the  door.  If  we  want  to 
track  this  gang,  our  ways  lies  in  that  direction 
it  seems  to  me.” 

“Right,”  said  Harry.  “Let  us  try  it.  Is  it 
safe  for  Alice  to  walk  around  up  there?” 

“There  are  planks  laid  down  everywhere  over 
the  beams.  I  had  no  difficulty.  It  depends  upon 
bow  cool  a  head  Alice  has  to-day.” 

“My  head  is  all  right,”  laughed  Alice,  “and  I 
am  certainly  not  going  to  be  left  behind.  Shall 
we  go  now?”  , 

uWe  will  take  one  general  look  around  and 
then  try  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady  rising.  “I 
do  hope  no  trouble  grows  out  of  this!  I  suppose 
it  would  be  the  part  of  wisdom  to  get  out  of  here 
as  quick  as  we  can.”  ( 

They  made  the  rounds. 

Th*>  boat  was  found  all  right.  So  was  the  ladder 
behind  the  little  door.  There  was  also  another 
ladder  in  the  main  hall  leading  up  to  the  floor 
above.  The  examination  of  the  ground  floor  and 
the  cellar  wa  a.  thorough  as  it  was  useless.  1  his 
brought  them  back  to  Old  King  Brady’s  plan. 


They  ascended  the  ladder  behind  the  little  door 
to  the  floor  above  and  Old  King  Brady  pointed 
out  the  way. 

“This  is  easy,”  remarked  Alice.  “I  thought 
from  the  way  you  spoke,  Mr.  Brady,  that  there 
was  only  one  board  laid  down,  but  there  seems 
be  two  in  every  case.” 

They  went  to  the  little  room  in  which  Old  King 
Brady  had  been  confined.  It  was  in  a  wing  over¬ 
looking  the  shore  as  the  dummy's  letter  said. 
Leading  away  from  the  door  on  the  side  indicated 
by  the  old  detective  were  two  planks  which  they 
followed,  and  passing  through  an  unfinished  door¬ 
way  they  came  into  a  winding  corridor  which 
led  them  to  another  wing  of  the  big  building. 
This  was  finished  off  nearly  to  completion. 

“Ha!”  exclaimed  the  old  detective,  “here  we 
begin  business.  Let  me  see,  let  me  see?” 

He  looked  out  the  window — there  w^s  no  sash. 

“The  cellar  does  not  extend  under  this  wing,” 
he  said.  “We  are  in  a  part  of  the  building  now 
which  has  not  been  explored.  Let  us  proceed.” 

They  pushed  on  and  came  to  a  locked  door, 
after  passing  several  rooms  to  which  the  doors 
had  not  yet  been  fitted.  Old  King  Brady  got 
out  his  skeleton  keys,  which  had  not  been  taken 
from  him,  and  which  he  had  used  in  getting  out 
of  his  Drison.  Applving  these  to  the  lock,  he 
readily  opened  the  door.  A  narrow  flight  of  stairs 
was  revealed. 

“Watchman’s  private  stairway,”  said  Harry. 
“Used  by  the  housekeeper,  too.  They  have  them 
in  most  modem  summer  hotels.” 

“Follow  me,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are 
closing  in  now.” 

The  stairs,  which  were  winding,  led  them  down 
to  the  kitchen,  which  as  they  afterwards  found, 
was  partly  below  ground  on  a  level  with  the 
cellar.  Probably  the  intention  was  to  cut  a 
door  through  the  partition  into  the  cellar,  which 
was  actually  nothing  but  a  depression  in  the  crib¬ 
bing  which  had  been  cemented  over,  but  there 
was  none  now.  Here  there  was  evidence  of  oc¬ 
cupancy.  There  were  the  remains  of  a  fire  in  a 
range  already  in  place;  there  were  dishes  on  a 
table  and  food  in  a  pantry.  Two  mattresses  had 
been  thrown  down  in  one  corner  and  had  ap¬ 
parently  been  slept  on.  At  one  side  of  the  long 
room  were  two  steps  leading  up  to  a  door  which 
was  locked. 

“Probably  the  steward’s  room  lies  behind  that 
door,”  observed  Harry. 

“Likely,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  old  detective 
stood  listening. 

“There’s  somebody  in  there,”  he  whispered. 

“What  do  you  hear?”  breathed  Harry. 

“Seems  to  be  a  man  snoring.” 

Harry  listened  and  thought  so,  too.  Once  more 
Old  King  Brady  used  his  skeleton  keys,  and  this 
time  as  noiselessly  as  possible.  The  door  opened, 
and  they  found  themselves  looking  into  a  room 
which,  like  the  kitchen,  had  been  finished  off. 
It  was  unfinished  save  for  a  table  and  a  rude 
bench  upon  which  sat  the  foreigner,  Jo^  His  head 
was  on  his  arms,  which  were  spread  upon  the 
table,  and  he  was  sound  asleep.  On  the  table  were 
piles  of  greenbacks  and  a  number  of  new  quarters 
and  half  dollars.  There  was  also  a  pen  and  a 
bottle  of  ink.  There  was  nothing  rdse  in  the 
room. 

“My  man  Joe,”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 
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“Certainly  not  Joe  Demetri  as  1  remember 
hj‘m,”  whispered  Harry. 

“Whoever  he  is,  now  is  the  time  to  get  him/ 
said  the  old  detective,  “but  before  I  take  him  I 
must  get  back  into  my  working  clothes,  for  I 
want  him  to  realize  that  it  is  Old  King  Brady 
and  no  one  else  who  has  turned  the  trick.” 

“Have  you  all  the  materials  at  hand?”  asked 
Alice* 

“Everything.”  replied  the  old  detective,  and 
he  retreated  into  the  kitchen.  Wonderful  are 
the  possibilities  of  that  long  blue  coat.  Old  King 
Brady  came  back  out  of  the  kitchen  the  typical 
Old  King  Brady.  More  than  that,  he  held  a  pair 
of  handcuffs,  which  had  not  been  taken  from  him 
when  the  search  was  made  at  he  old  club-house. 

“Wake  him,  Harry,”  he  whispered.  “Have  your 
revolver  ready.  These  fellows  are  evidently  coun¬ 
terfeiters  as  well  as  forgers.  These  coins  are 
all  false.  The  bills  are  queer.  Don’t  you  see  the 
man  was  engaged  in  signing  them  when  he 
dropped  asleep?  We  have  caught  the  head  of 
the  gang.” 

Harry  drew  his  revolver  and  shook  the  fellow, 
who  awoke  with  a  start.  He  had  evidently  been 
drinking;  he  glared  at  the  detective  now. 

“Old  King  Brady!”  he  gasped. 

The  revolver  was  under  his  nose  and  he  did 
not  dare  to  move. 

“Ha!  Yes,  Old  King  Brady!”  cried  the  detec¬ 
tive,  triumphantly.  “Brace  up  for  the  bracelets. 
Here  I  come.  Offer  the  least  resistance  and  you 
are  a  dead  one!” 

The  bracelets  went  on  all  right.  The  man,  who 
was  roughly  dressed  and  wore  a  cap,  staggered 
to  his  feet 

“You’ve  got  me  foul,”  he  growled.  “All  right! 
Get  me  out  of  here  if  you  can!” 

Now  the  old  detective  had  not  linked  the  for¬ 
ger’s  hands  together,  he  had  handcuffed  him  to 
himself,  feeling  that  with  Harry  and  Alice  to  help 
him  this  would  be  the  easiest  way  to  handle  his 
prisoner.  The  man  pulled  away,  dragging  the 
old  detective  further  along  the  room,  and  at  the 
same  time  stamping  his  feet  hard  on  the  floor. 
Then  a  very  singular  thing  happened.  Suddenly 
a  large  section  of  the  floor  rose  up  beneath  Old 
King  Brady’s  feet.  It  sent  the  old  detective 
tumbling  backward,  separating  him  from  the  pris¬ 
oner,  to  whom  he  was  handcuffed.  Harry  jumped 
to  his  aid.  The  bench  was  overturned.  It  struck 
the  table,  joggling  off  some  of  the  counterfeit 
coins.  The  prisoner  pulled  and  tugged.  All  the 
same  Old  King  Brady  would  have  been  thrown 
over  backward  upon  Harry  if  the  floor  had  not 
fallen  again  as  suddenly  as  it  was  raised.  At 
the  same  instant  a  loud  cry  and  the  sound  of 
a  scuffle  was  heard  below.  The  floor  went  down 
with  a  slam,  and  the  prisoner  raised  a  snarling 
cry  as  it  fell,  and  again  tried  to  d\ag  Old  King 
Brady  forward  for  whatever  reason,  for  there 
seemed  nothing  to  be  accomplished  by  it  now. 

“Shoot  that  fellow,  Harry,  unless  he  instantly 
quits  his  nonsense!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  and 
exerting  all  his  strength  he  dragged  his  prisoner 
bact  o'.roi-  the  movable  floor.  Harry  jammed  the 
revolver  under  his  nose. 

“Going  to  quit  your  nonsense?”  he  cried. 

“Yes,  yes,  I’ll  be  good,”  whined  the  man,  cowed 
now. 


“Better  handcuff  him  the  other  way,  governor,” 
said  Young  King  Brady,  and  it  was  done,  as  it 
should  have  been  in  the  first  place. 

“That’s  better,”  growled  the  old  detective.  “Now 
to  find  out  what  all  this  means.  We  are  coming 
out  of  the  fog  at  last.” 


CHAPTER  X.— The  Confidence  of  Con. 

“Raise  that  floor  if  it  is  to  be  raised!”  ordered 
Old  King  Brady. 

“There  is  a  ring  here,”  answered  Harry.  “It 
is  only  a  big  trap  door,  but  I  can’t  pull  it  up 
alone.” 

“Keep  him  covered,  Alice,  while  I  help  Harry,” 
said  the  old  detective. 

But  their  united  efforts  were  not  sufficient  to 
raise  the  floor,  which  locked  itself  automatically, 
as  they  afterwards  learned. 

“What  about  this?”  the  old  detective  asked 
the  prisoner.  “How  can  we  get  it  up?  Who 
is  down  underneath  there?” 

The  man,  who  was  a  bull-headed  fellow,  with 
a  singularly  stolid  face,  looked  Old  King  Brady 
full  in  the  eye. 

“See  here,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  speaking  with 
the  accent  and  air  of  an  educated  man  in  spite 
of  his  rough  appearance,  “I  am  going  to  tell  you 
one  thing  which  is  sure  to  save  you  some  trouble 
if  you  care  to  remember  it.  You  have  got  me 
all  right.  Well  and  good,  but  I’m  no  informer. 
I  am  now  speaking  my  last  word  in  this  matter. 
I  shall  not  open  my  mouth  again,  and  even  your 
third  degree,  if  you  see  fit  to  try  it  on,  won’t 
make  me.  From  this  moment  I  am  as  dumb  as 
that  ungrateful  scoundrel  who,  I  am  satisfied, 
has  guided  you  to  this  place.” 

And  it  was  so.  Neither  coaxing  nor  threats 
could  get  another  word  out  of  the  man.  They 
left  him  in  charge  of  Alice,  who  held  him  con¬ 
stantly  covered,  and  proceeded  to  search  the  room. 
Nothing  more  was  discovered.  Once  more  they 
tried  to  raise  the  floor,  but  this  failed.  Then 
just  as  they  were  thinking  of  starting  away  with 
their  prisoner,  the  dumb  boy  burst  into  the  room 
from  the  kitchen.  He  was  hot  and  flushed.  One 
eye  was  black  and  swelling;  there  was  a  cut  on 
his  nose. 

“Oom!  Oom!  Oom!”  he  cried- triumphantly, 
making  the  peculiar  sound  by  which  some  mutes 
express  their  joy. 

Old  King  Bradv  seeing  that  praise  was  needed, 
shook  the  boy’s  hand  and  patted  his  head.  Alice 
and  Harry  said  thank  you  with  their  fingers. 
The  boy  looked  greatly  pleased.  The  prisoner 
glared  savagely  and  would  have  made  a  rush  at 
him,  but  Harry  was  ready  with  his  revolver  and 
sternly  ordered  him  back.  Meanwhile  Alice  had 
begun  an  animated  conversation  with  the  boy  by 
finger  talk.  All  Old  King  Brady  could  do  was 
to  remain  patient,  p 

“He  says,”  explained  Alice  after  a  minute,  “that 
he  really  thought  this  place  was  deserted  when 
he  sent  us  here.  There  is  another  of  the  gang 
under  that  trap  door.  It  was  he  who  raised  it. 
The  boy  has  knocked  him  out  and  got  a  black 
eye  for  his  pains.  He  thinks  we  ought  to  go  for 
the  fellow  at  once.” 

“So  do  I.”  assented  Old  King  Brady.  “Ask  hi® 
if  we  shall  take  our  prisoner  with  us?” 
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“He  says  yes,”  replied  Alice  when  she  got  her 
answer.  “There  is  another  way  out.  We  don't 
have  to  come  back  here.” 

They  now  followed  the  boy.  He  led  them  out 
of  the  kitchen  and  a  trap  door  into  a  sort  of 
vault — it  could  hardly  be  called  a  cellar — beneath 
it.  Here  they  found  a  clever  arrangement  for 
raising  the  floor,  but  they  did  not  find  their  man. 
An  opening  had  been  cut  through  the  cribbing  at 
this  point.  The  boy  declared  that  the  man  he  had 
knocked  out  had  escaped  that  way,  and  he  ex¬ 
plained  that  he  had  left  him  unconscious,  as  he 
supposed.  Harry  crawled  through  after  the  boy 
— it  was  but  a  few  feet.  It  brought  them  out  at 
a  little  landing  stage  attached  to  the  cribbing 
at  the  back  of  the  island.  And  now  they  could 
see  a  man  in  r.  boat  pulling  for  the  shore  with 
all  speed. 

“My  boat,”  said  the  boy  to  Harry  with  his  fin¬ 
gers,  and  he  added: 

“Now  that  you  have  capture4  my  uncle,  I  am 
ready  to  tell  you  everything.  I  was  afraid  of 
him  before.  I  want  to  stick  to  you.” 

“That’s  just  what  we  want  you  to  do,”  replied 
Harry.  “Help  us  put  in  this  business  and  Old 
King  Brady  will  reward  you  well.” 

“I  want  no  reward,”  was  the  quick  response. 
“Old  King  Brady  has  already  given  me  that.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  * 

“He  saved  my  father  from  State  prison.” 

“Are  vou  Joe  Dimitri’s  son?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  your  first  name?” 

“Constantine.  They  call  me  Con.” 

“Who  is  that  man  in  there?” 

“He  is  Joe  Melandro,  my  uncle.” 

“Mother’s  brother?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  the  man  who  escaped?” 

“I  don’t  know  his  name.  He  is  only  a  helper. 
He’s  a  new  one  in  the  gang.” 

“Where  is  Mr.  Howe?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Wasn’t  he  upstairs  locked  in 
with  Old  King  Brady?” 

“He  was  for  a  while.  They  took  him  away  this 
morning.” 

“Then  they  must  have  taken  him  to  where  they 
make  the  counterfeit  money.” 

“Where  is  that?” 

“Over  on  the  North  Side.  I  don’t  know  the 
name  of  the  street.  I  can  go  there,  though.  I 
was  never  in  the  place  myself.  They  are  scared 
of  it  over  there.  They  were  getting  ready  to 
move  here.” 

Con  seemed  disposed  to  tell  all  he  knew.  Harry 
would  have  liked  to  talk  further  with  him,  but 
he  felt  that  it  was  time  to  get  back,  lest  Old 
King  Brady  might  have  be  having  trouble  with 
his  prisoner.  But  it  was  not  so.  The  old  detec¬ 
tive  looked  out  for  that.  Securing  the  counterfeit 
bills  and  the  coins,  they  now  started  to  leave 
the  place.  There  was  still  another  door  leading 
out  of  the  kitchen,  and  it  proved  to  be  the  main 
exit.  By  a  broad  stairway  they  ascended  to  an 
unfinished  space  back  of  the  dining-room,  and 
then  passed  out  of  the  hotel.  Their  boat  was 
where  they  left  it,  and  going  aboard  they  started 
for  the  shore.  Harry  explained  what  Con  had 
eaid,  and  proposed  that  he  should  question  the 
boy  still  further. 

“Wait  till  we  have  disposed  of  our  prisoner,” 


said  the  old  detective.  He  undoubtedly  under¬ 
stands  deaf  and  dumb  talk.  It  is  hardly  fair  to 
force  the  boy  to  give  himself  away  before  his 
uncle.” 

They  pulled  back  to  the  boat  landing,  for  as  Old 
King  Brady  knew,  there  was  a  police  station 
near.  And  here  Melandro  was  turned  over  to 
the  police,  Old  King  Brady  expaining  that  he 
wras  a  Secret  Service  prisoner  and  must  be  closely 
guarded.  In  order  to  get  a  better  chance  to  talk 
to  Con,  Old  King  Brady  now  hired  a  carriage 
at  a  neighboring  livery  stable  and  they  took  their 
time  going  back  downtown. 

“And  now  go  at  it,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Harry,  you  talk  to  the  boy;  Alice,  you  translate 
his  answers  to  me  as  they  come.  In  that  way 
we  shall  make  quick  work.” 

And  the  following  converasation  ensued: 

“Con,”  commenced  Harry,  “let  us  begin  at  the 
beginning.  What  made  you  give  that  warning 
to  Old  King  Brady?” 

“My  father  told  me  before  he  died  to  forget 
Old  King  Brady,”  was  the  quick  reply. 

“Your  father  Is  dead,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  after  your  father’s  death  you  went  to  live 
with  your  uncle,  Melandro?”  questioned  Harry. 

“Yes.  I  hate  him.  He  used  me  shamefully.” 

“How  did  you  know  that  Old  King  Brady  was 
coming  ?” 

“I  heard  the  boss  said  so.  He  told  my  uncle 
on  what  train.” 

“Who  is  the  boss?” 

“Mr.  Zeltner.  There  are  two.” 

“We  will  come  to  that  in  a  minute.  You  knew 
they  were  going  to  sink  the  yacht?” 

“Yes,  but  I  didn’t  know  for  sure  that  Old  King 
Brady  would  go  on  the  yacht.” 

“You  knew  Mr.  Howe  was  going,  though?” 

“The  boss  knew.  He  lured  away  the  crew  and 
got  his  own  men  on  board  in  place  of  them.  He 
thought  likely  Mr.  Howe  would  ask  Old  King 
Brady  to  go  there.” 

“You  saw  us  go?” 

“No.  I  was  over  at  the  hotel  when  the  men 
came 'and  said  you  were  there.  Then  I  went 
over  to  save  you.” 

And  this  is  all  the  explanation  which  ever 
came  from  Con. 

“But  why  did  ”ou  take  us  to  the  island?  Why 
didn’t  you  take  us  ashore?”  pursued  Harry. 

“Because  I  thought  you  would  catch  ’em,” 
was  the  quick  reply. 

“Now,  about  those  two  Zeltners  ?  Are  they 
brothers  ?  ” 

“Yes;  twin  brothers.  They  look  just  alike.” 

“Did  George  Zeltner  kidnap  his  brother?” 

“Yes,  he  did.  He  had  him  locked  in  at  the  old 
place  first.  Then  he  brought  him  to  the  island; 
he  pretty  near  escaped  while  you  were  there,  I 
heard.” 

“So  he  did.  Where  is  he  now?” 

“I  don’t  know,  unless  they  have  taken  him 
back  to  the  old  place  along  with  Mr.  Howe.” 

“Did  George  Zeltner  mean  to  personate  his 
brother  right  along?”  asked  Harry  then. 

But  Con  did  not  know  so  much  about  that 
either.  He  thought  not,  however.  He  was  sure 
that  the  gang  were  getting  ready  to  put  out  a 
lot  of  counterfeit  money,  and  then  they  were 
to  separate  and  quit  Chicago.  Coming  now  to  the 
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warning:  Con  had  given  to  him  and  Alice,  Harry 
questioned  the  boy  about  that.  It  seemed  that 
Con,  wanting  to  do  something  to  help  Old  King 
Brady,  thought  that  the  best  way  would  be  to 
notify  Harry;  because  he  felt  sure  that  sooner 
or  later  Harry  would  visit  the  works  he  watched 
there.  As  for  the  rest,  Con  returned  to  the  island 
as  quick  as  he  could,  getting  there  in  time  to  see 
the  Bradys  on  the  piazza.  He  trailed  them  in 
their  search  to  a  certain  extent.  Knowing  that 
they  had  captured  Melandro,  he  sneaked  into  the 
vault  to  see  if  any  one  was  lurking  there.  See¬ 
ing  the  man  in  the  act  of  raising  the  movable 
floor,  he  attacked  him.  And  this  completed  the 
revelations  of  Con.  Harry  now  questioned  Con 
about  the  location  of  the  old  plant  as  we  shall 
call  it. 

“Say,  Mr.  Brady,  it’s  no  use  for  you  to  keep 
asking  me  questions.  Do  you  want  to  know  the 
best  thing  you  can  do?” 

“Well,  we  naturually  do,  Con,”  was  the  reply. 

“Then  when  we  get  downtown  you  let  me  go. 
To-night  you  all  be  on  the  Clark  Street  bridge 
at  eleven  o’clock.  You’ll  see  me  there.  Make 
out  you  don’t  know  me  and  just  follow.  That  will 
give  me  time  to  find  out  things,  and  I’ll  be  able 
to  help  you  better — see?” 

Harry  explained  to  Old  King  Brady. 

“The  lad  is  determined  to  run  things  his  own 
way,  I  see,”  said  the  old  detective,  adding: 

“Well,  I  suppose  the  best  thing  for  us  to  do 
is  to  let  him  have  his  own  way.” 

And  acting  upon  this  they  dropped  Con  at  the 
Sherman  House,  whereupon  he  promptly  disap¬ 
peared. 


CHAPTER  XI. — Mr.  Parker  Pops  In. 

Mr.  Parker  looked  in  on  the  detectives  shortly 
before  supper.  The  gay  old  buck  had  found  time 
to  rig  himself  out  in  similar  style  to  that  of  the 
night  before. 

“Ha!  here  we  are  again,”  he  exclaimed  as  he 
entered  the  parlor  of  the  Brady’s  suite.  “Miss 
Mr.,  yours  truly.  Warm  evening,  isn’t  it?  So 
you  have  turned  up  again,  Mr.  Brady.  Your  part¬ 
ners  were  quite  worried  about  you.  I  said  you 
would  bob  up  serenely.  Seen  anything  of  Howe?” 

The  old  fellow  dropped  into  a  chair  and  began 
tapping  the  toe  of  one  of  his  tan  ties  with  his 
cane.  Old  King  Brady  explained.  One  could  not 
help  liking  Mr.  Parker  in  spite  of  his  eccen¬ 
tricities. 

“Ah,  ha!”  he  exclaimed,  “so  Howe  was  captured 
by  a  woman’s  wiles,  was  he?  Well,  he  always 
was  a  fool  when  it  came  to  a  woman.  I’d  like 
to  see  the  woman  who  could  fool  me.  She  don’t 
exist.  Not  on  your  birthday!  But  say,  what  do 
propose  to  do  about  it?  Follow  the  thing  up, 
of  course.  You  seem  to  have  made  pretty  good 
headway.  I  should  hate  to  see  anything  serious 
happen  to  Howe.” 

“We  shall  go  for  him  to-night,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “and  if  he  is  alive  we’ll  get  him.” 

He  went  on  to  round  out  his  story  by  telling 
of  their  appointment  with  the  boy  Con. 

“Hood  enough.  May  I  go  along?”  asked  Mr. 
Parker.  It  looks  like  the  wind-up.  Having  been 
in  at  the  start  in  the  part  of  a  suspected  party, 
I  must  confess  I’d  like  to  see  the  thing  through.” 


Old  King  Brady  was  not  enthusiastic.  Still  he 
did  not  altogether  like  to  turn  the  old  fellow 
down.  . 

“I  see  you  don’t  altogether  want  me,”  con¬ 
tinued  Parker;  “but  say,  I’ll  be  good.  I’d  just  like 
to  see  how  you  work  things.  I  enjoyed  my  bit 
of  detective  work  the  other  night  hugely.  Think 
1  played  mv  part  all  right,  too.  Didn’t  I,  Harry?” 

“You  certainly  did,”  replied  Harry. 

“I  thought  so,”  added  Parker.  “Looking  back, 
I  must  say  I  think  the  way  I  pumped  that  bar¬ 
keeper  in  the  beer  saloon  was  pretty  near  the 
real  thing.  And  by  the  way,  the  beer  there  was 
the  real  thing,  too.  What  do  you  say  if  I  ring 
for  a  couple  of  cold  bottles  now?” 

“No,  no,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  want  no 
beer.  Never  drink  in  business  hours.  Come  with 
us  if  you  will,  Mr.  Parker,  but  prepare  to  have 
us  shake  you  if  occasion  offers.” 

“Certainly,”  replied  Parker.  “Quite  so.  I  trust 
I  have  sense  enough  not  to  make  myself  a  nuis¬ 
ance.  I  thought  perhaps  my  services  as  a  sleuth 
might  be  required  again,  so  I  bought  a  gun.  May 
come  handy,  hey?” 

He  produced  a  new  revolver  and  began  flourish¬ 
ing  it. 

“Is  that  thing  loaded?”  demanded  Old  King 
Brady  tartly. 

“Sure  it’s  loaded,”  replied  the  secretary.  “What 
use  would  it  be  if  it  wasn’t?” 

“Then  kindly  put  it  up,  Mr.  Parker.  None 
of  us  have  any  desire  to  be  shot.” 

“Yours  truly,”  replied  Parker,  and  he  pocketed 
the  revolver. 

They  talked  further.  The  time  for  their  ap¬ 
pointment  with  Con  came,  and  they  all  went  to 
the  Clark  Street  bridge.  In  about  fifteen  minutes 
the  boy  appeared  on  the  bridge.  He  paid  no  at¬ 
tention  to  the  detectives,  but  stood  for  a  moment 
looking  over  the  rail;  then  turning  back  and  walk¬ 
ing  up  North  Clark  Street  on  the  left-hand  side. 
The  detectives  trailed  after  him,  Mr.  Parker  talk¬ 
ing  all  the  while.  The  boy  turned  into  Superior 
Street.  They  hurried  around  the  comer,  catching 
sight  of  Con  ahead  of  them.  The  boy  had  halted 
and  was  standing  against  a  building,  but  now  he 
hurried  on.  They  tracked  him  for  several  blocks 
along  Superior  Street,  when  he  turned  and  went 
south  again  until  he  had  almost  reached  the  river. 

“What  did  he  take  this  roundabout  course  for?" 
demanded  Parker.  “Why  didn’t  he  come  up  Kin- 
zie  Street?  It  would  have  brought  us  here  in 
half  the  time.” 

“Hard  to  say,”  replied  Harry,  “but  I  am  sat¬ 
isfied  that  the  boy  knows  his  business.  Ha!  there 
he  o’oes!” 

Con  had  turned  into  an  alley  which  appeared 
to  lead  directly  to  the  river. 

“Come  it  won’t  do  for  us  all  to  go  trailing 
down  that  alley,”  said  the  old  detective.  “We  are 
sure  to  attract  attention.  Harry,  it’s  your  job. 
We  will  wait  here  on  the  corner.  Close  in  on  the 
boy  and  come  back  and  report.” 

Harry  shot  ahead.  Old  King  Brady  took  off 
his  hat  and  mopped  his  forehead.  He  was  bothered 
as  well  as  hot.  Devoutly  he  wished  that  Mr. 
Parker  was  anywhere  else.  Even  Alice  did  not 
seem  to  fit  in  on  this  trail.  They  waited.- ex¬ 
pecting  Harry  s  return.  He  did  not  return. 

“Bother!”  snapped  Old  King  Brady,  “l  wish  I 
had  gone  myself.” 
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Alice  felt  like  reminding  him  of  his  own  ex¬ 
perience  the  night  before,  but  she  refrained.  Old 
King  Brady  now  turned  into  the  alley.  It  led 
directly  to  the  river  and  was  deserted  as  far  as 
they  could  see.  On  one  side  was  a  factory  with 
a  brickyard  beyond;  on  the  other  was  a  large 
one-story  brick  shed  with  many  doors;  some  sort 
of  a  storehouse  it  appeared.” 

“Where  can  he  have  gone?”  fussed  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

They  walked  on  to  the  end  of  the  alley.  Mr. 
Parker  got  on  the  stringpiece  and  tried  to  peer 
around  the  ehd  of  the  brick  shed.  Can  the  young 
man  by  any  chance  have  been  foolish  enough  to 
allow  himself  to  fall  into  the  river?”  he  question¬ 
ed. 

“Mind  w’hat  vou  are  about  or  you’ll  fall  into 
the  river,”  snapped  Old  King  Brady. 

His  words  seemed  almost  prophetic,  for  at  the 
same  instant  the  giddy  old  secretary  missed  his 
footing  in  some  way  and  went  plumping  down. 

“Mercy  on  us!  The  man  will  be  drowned!” 
gasped  Alice.  \ 

“And  a  small  loss  to  the  community,”  mut¬ 
tered  the  old  detective,  “but  all  the  same  some¬ 
thing  must  be  done.” 

He  leaned  over  the  stringpiece  and  looked  down. 

“Parker!  Parker!  are  you  there?”  he  called, 
for  he  could  see  nothing  of  him. 

“I  am  afraid  he  is  done  for,  Alice,”  he  said.  “I 
can  see  nothing  of  him.” 

“There’s  his  hat  floating  on  the  water,”  remark- 

AllCG. 

“It’s  the  last  time  I  will  ever  let  an  outsider 
join  us,”  grumbled  the  old  detective.  “I  am  sorry 
for  the  man,  but  the  fault  is  all  his  own.  Ha! 
There  he  is!** 

Parker  was  a  little  closer  in  against  the  wooden 
walls  of  this  singular  river  than  he  had  sup¬ 
posed.  The  old  man  was  swimming  towards  a 
float  which  appeared  to  be  moored  to  the  plank¬ 
ing.  He  reached  it  and  climbed  upon  it. 

“Dear  me!  I  am  quite  damp!”  he  gasped. 

“You  should  have  minded  what  you  were 

about!”  called  Old  King  Brady.  .  .  .. 

“My  hat!  Yes,  as  you  say,  I  have  lost  it, 
but  it  can’t  be  helped,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  said  nothing  about  your  hat,  man.  How 
on  earth  am  I  to  get  you  up  out  of  that . 

“Blest  if  I  know,”  replied  the  secretary.  I 
don’t  think  I  can  climb  up.  These  sides  are  in¬ 
fernally  slippery.  If  you  could  only  get  a  rope 
now.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  in  despair.  Harry  miss¬ 
ing,  Parker  in  his  unpleasant  fix,  the  boy  Con 
vanished.  The  work  of  the  evening  seemed  to 

be  most  beautifully  queered. 

“I  shall  have  to  go  back  on  the  street  and  see 
if  I  can’t  get  help,  Alice,  and  you  must  come  with 
me,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“And  leave  the  poor  man  down  there  alone . 

I'll  stay  here,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“No,  you  won’t,  then.  Not  on  your  life,  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Bradv.  “I’m  not  going  to  have 
you  do  the  vanishing  act,  too.” 

“Parker!”  he  called. 

“Aye,  aye!”  replied  the  secretary.  W  hat  s 
up?  As  for  me,  I  am  most  beautifully  down. 

“We  are  going  for  help.” 

“All  right.  Go  on.” 


“Mind  yourself  now.  Don’t  get  into  any  fur¬ 
ther  trouble  before  we  can  get  back.” 

“I’ll  be  good.  I  should  like  to  get  my  hat  if 
it  would  kindly  consent  to  drift  this  way.” 

Old  King  Brady  and  Alice  now  returned  to 
the  street.  Fortunately  they  ran  right  into  a 
policeman,  to  whom  the  old  detective  introduced 
himself  and  explained  the  situation. 

“We  can  soon  fix  that,”  said  the  policeman. 
“I  know  just  where  I  can  get  a  rope.  You  stop 
here,  Mr.  Brady,  I’ll  be  right  back.” 

He  was  gone  but  a  few  minutes,  and  when  he 
returned  he  had  a  rope. 

“Come  along,  we’ll  have  him  out  in  no  time,” 
he  said. 

But  it  was  easier  said  than  done,  for  when  they 
got  to  the  stringpiece  the  man  was  not  to  be  seen. 
Mr.  Parker  had  disappeared.  All  that  remained 
was  his  straw  hat  with  its  gaudy  ribbon,  which 
.lay  on  the  float. 


CHAPTER  XII. — Conclusion. 

If  Mr.  Parker  had  popped  in — we  speak  in  a 
double  sense — then  Harry  had  popped  out.  How 
must  now  be  explained.  When  Young  King  Brady 
turned  into  the  alley  he  saw  Con  standing  close 
to  the  last  door  of  the  shed,  close  to  the  string- 
piece.  The  boy  saw  him  and  pointed  at  the 
door.  Then  stepping  on  the  stringpiece  he  jumped 
into  the  wrater,  as  it  appeared,  and  vanished. 
Harry  hurried  on  to  the  end  of  the  alley.  Trying 
the  door,  somewhat  to  his  surprise  he  found  It 
unfastened.  Opening  it  he  neered  into  the  ware¬ 
house.  He  could  see  little  save  a  dark  interior, 
and  he  was  just  starting  to  close  the  door  wffien 
he  received  a  violent  push  from  behind.  It  sent 
Harry  stumbling  forward  in  through  the  door. 
Worse  still,  he  found  himself  treading  on  thin 
air.  Down  he  went,  landing  in  a  muddy  cellar 
bottom. 

A  chuckling  laugh  was  heard  above  him  and 
the  door  slammed.  Harry  sprung  up  and  got 
out  his  flashlight.  He  saw  now  that  he  had 
fallen  into  a  cellar  which  was  divided  by  a 
partition.  It  was  full  of  old  boxes  and  barrels, 
and  smelled  horribly.  Harry  hurried  to  a  remote 
comer  with  the  intention  of  hiding  behind  the 
barrels.  Pulling  them  about  to  make  a  place  for 
himself,  he  perceived  a  round  hole  in  the  wrall 
plenty  big  enough  for  him  to  crawl  into,  and  this 
he  did,  pulling  a  barrel  up  against  the  hole.  He 
had  been  none  too  quick,  for  scarce  had  he  got 
into  position  wffien  he  heard  someone  enter  the 
cellar.  There  appeared  to  be  at  least  twTo  of 
the  intruders,  and  Harry  caught  the  flash  of  a 
lantern. 

“One  of  the  men  must  be  George  Zeltner,  the 
dummy,”  he  concluded. 

They  made  a  thorough  search,  however,  and 
kept  it  up  for  a  long  time.  At  last  the  sounds 
ceased  and  Harry  concluded  that  the  searchers 
must  have  given  it  up  and  gone  away.  Turning 
with  some  difficulty,  he  crawled  on  and  came 
upon  a  little  square  door,  wffiich  was  secured 
on  his  side.  This  he  opened,  and  as  he  did  so  a 
familiar  voice  suddenly  exclaimed: 

“Ah,  there!” 

It  was  Peter  Parker  on  his  float. 

“Bless  my  soul,  Mr.  Parker!  How  ever  came 
you  here?”  Young  King  Brady  exclaimed. 
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“My  dear  boy,  with  perfect  propriety  I  might 
put  the  same  question,”  faltered  Parser.  “I  was 
looking  for  you  when  I  had  the  misfortune  to  take 
a  tumble  into  the  water.  I  found  it  infernally 
moist — not  to  say  wet.  I  object  t®  a  bath  in  the 
Chicago  River.  Infernally  useful  stream,  but  all 
the  same  infernally  dirty.  Old  King  Brady  has 
gone  for  a  rope.  But  what  are  you  doing  in 
there  ? ” 

Harry  explained. 

“So?”  said  Parker.  “I  should  like  to  see  that 
cellar.  Old  King  Brady  has  but  just  gone.  It 
will  probably  be  some  time  before  he  returns. 
Suppose  we  take  a  peep  at  it  if  the  coast  is  clear.” 

Harry  yielded.  They  returned  through  the 
passage  into  the  cellar.  Here  they  listened,  and 
hearing  no  sound,  Young  King  Brady  again  got 
his  flashlight  into  commission. 

“Hark!”  whispered  Parker.  “The  detective  fever 
is  upon  me.  Do  my  ears  deceive  me  or  is  there 
some  one  somewhere  in  the  distance  pounding?” 

They  kept  among  the  barrels  and  boxes,  com¬ 
ing  to  the  partition.  It  was  but  lightly  put  to¬ 
gether.  Harry  applied  his  eye  to  one  of  the 
cracks,  Parker  taking  another.  They  now  found 
themselves  looking  into  the  other  half  of  the 
cellar. 

“My,  my,  my!”  breathed  Parker.  “If  there  isn’t 
one  of  the  Zeltners  now!” 

There  were  three  men  in  the  cellar,  and  one 
was  George  Zeltner.  He  and  his  companions  were 
busy  packing  a  box.  Bank  bills  in  bundles  which 
one  of  the  men  held  in  his  arms  Zeltner  was 
stowing  away  in  the  box. 

“Hang  me  if  I  don’t  believe  the  boss  is  gone 
bughouse,”  remarked  the  man  who  held  the  bills 
to  the  other  who  stood  looking  on.  “If  there 
was  anyone  in  the  other  cellar,  wouldn’Uyou  have 
found  them  there?” 

“But  he  says  he  pushed  the  fellow  down  through 
the  open  trap  door,”  was  the  reply. 

By  this  time  Zeltner  had  unloaded  the  man. 
He  made  signs  with  his  fingers,  and  the  fellow 
retreated  into  a  remote  part  of  the  cellar. 

“Say,  they  seem  to  be  well  fixed  with  cash  in 
there,”  whispered  Parker.  “It’s  the  queer,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“Sure,”  said  Harry,  “but  now  we  must  be  going. 
Old  King  Brady  will  be  back  and  wondering 
what  has  become  of  you.” 

“Ri"ht,”  said  Parker.  “We  will  go.  Then  we 
will  descend  upon  this  oufit  and  capture  them.” 

Crack!  Bang! 

Poor  Peter  Parker  found  his  speech  cut  short. 
For  right  behind  him  was  a  pile  of  several  boxes 
one  upon  the  other,  and  the  luckless  secretary 
had  backed  right  into  them.  The  pile  toppled 
over  upon  him  and  Parker  was  buried.  There 
was  nothing  for  Harry  but  to  go  to  the  rescue, 
and  he  did.  He  pulled  the  boxes  aside  as  rapidly 
as  possible,  but  he  expected  trouble,  and  it  came. 
For  before  he  had  accomplished  his  purpose  a 
voice  behind  him  exclaimed: 

“By  Jove,  the  boss  was  right!  Here  he  is 
now!  Up  with  your  hands,  young  feller,  or  you’re 
a  dead  one!” 

It  was  Zeltner  and  the  two  counterfeiters. 
Harry  turned  to  find  revolvers  planked  at  his 
head. 

Old  King  Brady  was  puzzled  enough  at  the 
disaooearance  of  Parker. 


“Officer,  if  the  man  is  lost  then  he  is  drowned 
and  we  can’t  help  him.  I  have  got  much  to  do. 
I  am  out  after  a  gang  of  queer  makers  who  are 
supposed  to  hold  out  in  this  place.  My  partner, 
who  was  with  me,  has  disappeared.  I  think  he 
must  have  been  captured  and  taken  into  this 
building.  Let  us  investigate  the  matter.” 

They  began  bv  trying  the  different  doors.  When 
they  came  to  the  last  one  towards  the  street, 
Old  King  Brady  got  out  his  skeleton  keys  and 
went  to  work.  He  soon  opened  the  door  and  the 
policeman  turned  an  electric  flashlight  inside.  It 
was  just  one  big  room,  apparently,  aad  as  far  as 
they  could  see  it  contained  nothing.  They  now 
entered  the  warehouse.  At  the  end  nearest  the 
river  in  a  corner  they  found  a  room  partitioned 
off  and  entirely  enclosed.  There  were  two  old 
mattresses  thrown  down  on  the  floor  in  this  room, 
and  upon  each  lay  a  man;  one  was  gagged  and 
bound.  Both  were  apparently  asleep. 

“Anton  Zeltner  and  Mr.  Howe!”  exclaimed  Old 
King  Brady. 

The  sound  of  his  voice  awoke  the  latter,  and 
Old  King  Brady  lost  not  a  moment  in  setting 
him  free. 

“How  did  they  get  you  here?”  demanded  Old 
King  Brady. 

“We  were  brought  in  a  boat  last  night  after 
they  took  me  away  from  you,”  was  the  reply. 

Zeltner  was  now  aroused  and  set  free.  Alice 
was  just  beginning  to  talk  to  him  when  suddenly 
in  the  cellar  was  heard  a  loud  crash  and  voices 
calling. 

“Our  work  lies  below!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

They  had  already  spotted  the  cellar  stairs.  Old 
King  Brady,  the  policeman  and  Mr.  Howe  hur¬ 
ried  down.  Alice  remained  with  Zeltner.  They 
were  right  in  time.  Harry  had  just  been  tied 
up.  The  three  crooks  were  in  the  act  of  rescuing 
Parker  when  Old  King  Brady  closed  in  on- them. 
Handcuffs  went  on  them.  The  case  was  ended, 
and  once  more  the  Bradys  had  won  out.  The 
counterfeit  bills  were  captured,  also  much  coun¬ 
terfeit  silver  and  part  of  an  outfit.  The  rest  was 
discovered  in  the  unfinished  hotel  on  Paradise 
Island  later  on.  Anton  Zeltner’s  story  was  sim¬ 
ple.  He  had  been  fond  -of  his  rascally  brother, 
it  seemed,  and  when  the  latter  turned  up  and 
wanted  a  private  interview,  it  was  granted.  Anton 
was  captured  and  had  remained  a  prisoner  ever 
since,  part  of  the  time  at  the  old  warehouse  and 
part  on  Paradise  Island. 

It  had  been  the  deliberate  intention  of  George 
to  usurp  his  brother’s  name  and  place.  That 
Melandro  forged  the  notes  was  proved,  for  the 
man  confessed.  George  Zeltner  sold  them  to  the 
Gotham  Bank  of  New  York.  The  note  sold  by 
Howe  was  one  of  his  own.  George  Zeltner  and 
his  fellow  forgers  went  to  Joliet  on  long  sen- 
tences.  Con  was  never  heard  of  again.  The 
affairs  of  the  National  Agricultural  Machinery 
Co.  are  very  prosperous  now,  and  all  three  of¬ 
ficers  are  in  charge.  Well  could  they  afford  to 
reward  the  detectives  liberally,  as  they  did  for 
peace  came  with  the  end  of  the  case  of  ’  The 
Bradys  in  a  Fog. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THK  BRADYS' 
LITTLK  SPY;  or,  DARK  WORK  IN  TRK 
SLUMS.” 
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SCIENCE  IN  SHOESHINES 

A  Paris  bootblack  now  uses  a  palette  when 
shining  women’s  shoes.  The  Parisian  women’s 
shoes  vary  so  much  in  color  that  he  found  it  often 
difficult  to  get  the  right  hue  of  cream  to  match. 
So  on  his  palette  he  puts  a  number  of  different 
creams  and  combines  them  in  varying  proportions 
according  to  the  tone  of  the  shoes  with  which 
he  has  to  deal. 


CARRIED  BOOZE  IN  CORSET 

The  police  in  making  an  arrest  in  Pine  Bluff, 
Mo.,  discovered  the  newest  thing  in  bootlegging 
equipment  in  the  form  of  a  copper  corset,  worn 
by  the  accused  man.  It  was  in  two  sections  and 
was  laced  in  the  back. ' 

Hollow  in  the  front  it  narrowed  toward  the 
back.  It  was  fitted  at  the  top  with  a  screw  cap 
and  at  the  bottom  small  petcocks  were  fashioned 


to  draw  off  the  liquor.  Some  moonshine  whisky 
was  in  the  corset  when  it  was  removed  in  jail. 


DUCKS  USE  WINGS  TO  SWIM  UNDER 

WATER 

Do  ducks  use  their  wings  while  swimming  un¬ 
der  water?  The  question  is  discussed  frequently 
among  sportmen  and  nature  students,  and 
opinions  sometimes  differ.  Testimony  of  reliable 
authorities,  says  Popular  Mechanics,  supports  the 
belief  that  various  species  of  ducks  and  grebes, 
loons  and  other  diving  birds  do  not  use  their 
wings  when  swimming  beneath  the  surface  for 
food  or  in  trying  to  escape  capture.  A  ruddy 
duck  was  observed  on  Lake  Michigan  not  long 
ago,  feeding  in  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  of  clear 
water.  As  it  got  well  started  on  its  downward 
plunge,  the  wings,  about  two-thirds,  extended, 
were  used  in  quick  short  strokes,  at  the  rate  of 
about  one  a  second  to  assist  in  propelling  it  and 
in  rising  to  the  top  as  well. 


Boys!  Like  Detective  Stories ? 

If  you  want  good  lively  adventures,  with  cops  and  detectives  running  down  crooks,  puz¬ 
zling  mysteries  and  dandy  plots,  get  a  copy  of 

i(  Mystery  Magazine  ”  No.  161 

It  contains  a  long  novelette  filled  with  excitement,  called 

“AT  2  A.  M.” 

By  BEULAH  POYNTER 

Then,  there’s  a  cracker  jack  two-part  serial  entitled 

“THE  INVISIBLE  CRIME” 

By  GEORGE  MOREHEAD 

Next,  it  contains  these  seven  short  stories  by  the  best  writers: 

“THE  AVENGER,”  by  Gilbert  Hammond 
“313?”  by  Peter  Perry 

“THE  KNOB-KNOCKER,”  by  Wm.  Allen  Ward 
“TWO-GUN  MUSSES  THE  PLAY,”  by  Daniel  E.  Kramer 
THE  MILLS  OF  THE  GODS,”  by  Hamilton  Craigie 
“TOO  MANY  KEYS,”  by  J.  B.  Warrenton 
“SOLVING  SOL’S  FACE,”  by  Walter  A.  Ellis 
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SECRET  SERVICE 


IN  THE  WAR 

—  Or.  — 

A  Boy’s  Adventures  in  Mexico 


By  TOM  FOX 


(A  Serial  Story.) 

CHAPTER  XV. 

Heavy  Fighting. 

Neither  Dick  nor  Jupe  cared  to  discuss  the 
matter,  which  they  felt  sure  was  beyond  their 
province.  They  courteously  listened  to  the  re¬ 
marks  of  the  Federal  colonel,  and  then  asked 
what  they  should  do. 

"We  are  members  of  the  Fifteenth  regiment," 
said  Dick;  "how  cap  we  rejoin  our  regiment?" 

"I  see  no  way  at  present,"  said  Gonzales,  “that 
regiment  was  badly  shot  to  pieces  at  Saltillo.  At 
resent  you  might  join  with  us  here  in  holding 
ack  these  guerrillas.  They  are  trying  to  cut  off 
our  line  of  supplies." 

"All  right,"  said  Dick,  eagerly,  "we  are  ready 
for  any  service." 

"I  will  appoint  you  to  the  sharpshooters  at 
present,"  said  Gonzales;  "you  may  report  to  Cap¬ 
tain  Monohan,  and  he  will  assign  you  to  a  post  on 
the  firing  line." 

Both  Jupe  and  Dick  looked  surprised. 

"What  is  that?"  asked  Dick,  "Captain  Mono¬ 
han?" 

"That  is  what  I  said,  senors." 

"That  is  a  familiar  name.  It  sounds  Irish." 

Gonzales  smiled. 

"He  is  Irish,"  he  said,  "and  one  of  our  best 
officers.  He  led  the  charge  at  Juarez,  and  fought 
like  a  fiend.  Our  men  will  follow  him  into  the 
very  jaws  of  death." 

“Monahan,"  said  Dick,  looking  at  Jupe.  “What 
do  you  think  of  that,  old  top?  Did  you  ever  see 
a  fight  that  an  Irishman  was  not  in  it?” 

But,  laughing,  the  boys  were  given  into  the 
charge  of  an  aide,  who  led  them  from  the  tent, 
and  they  started  to  find  the  detachment  of  sharp¬ 
shooters  under  the  captaincy  of  Captain  Mono¬ 
han. 

They  followed  the  aide  for  over  a  mile  through 
the  thin  lines  of  the  Federal  corps,  and  at  last 
reached  a  spot  where  bullets  were  hissing  about 
recklessly,  and  men  were  lying  behind  rocks  and 
in  improvised  trenches.  This  was  the  firing  line, 
and  there  they  found  a  thin-faced  man  with  a 
very  red  nose.  He  was  a  fiery  little  chap,  and 
wore  a  sash  of  green.  The  boys  were  led  to  him, 
and  he  gave  them  a  critical  glance.  At  once  his 
face  lit  up. 

“Begorra!”  lie  exclaimed,  **phwat  have  we 
here.’  Yez  are  not  Mexicans." 

"That  is  right,  Captain  Monohan,"  said  Dick, 
holding  out  his  hand,  "you  meet  strange  sorts  in 


this  country.  All  fighters  here  are  not  Mexicans, 
it  seems." 

"Yez  are  roight,"  assented  the  Irish  captain, 
"and  there’s  plinty  of  Irish,  also.  There’s  a  bloody 
Italian  over  there  on  the  right,  and  it’s  lucky  that 
his  command  is  apart  from  mine,  for  I  would 
niver  take  ordhers  from  his  loikes.  But  phwat 
are  yez  afther?  Is  it  foightin’  that  yez  want?’’ 

"We  are  here  for  that  purpose." 

Monohan  looked  at  them  critically. 

"It’s  well-set-up  lads  ye  are,"  he  admitted;  I 
guess  yez  will  do.  Corporal  Schmidt,  muster 
these  lads  in  and  assign  them.  Put  him  where 
there  is  somethin’  going  on,  for  I  believe  they  are 
the  roight  kind." 

Corporal  Schmidt,  a  good-natured  German  of¬ 
ficer,  who  showed  the  colors  of  Germany  on  his 
breast,  came  up  and  saluted  in  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  fashion,  and  as  if  he  was  reporting  to  the 
Kaiser. 

"Ach,  dot’s  all  righd,"  he  said,  softly,  "fall  in. 
About  face.  Eyes  right.  March." 

Dick  and  Jupe  were  almost  convulsed  with 
laughter,  but  they  obeyed  the  command,  for  they 
saw  that  Corporal  Schmidt  was  a  martinet  and, 
like  all  well  trained  soldiers  of  Germany,  liked 
drill.  They  marched  soberly  away  with  him,  and 
were  given  rifles  and  numbers,  and  finally  found 
themselves  in  a  trench  wTith  a  company  of  mixed 
sort,  dark-skinned  Indians  and  negroes,  and  Mex¬ 
icans  of  all  types. 

There  was  hot  firing  going  on  all  about  them. 
The  bullets  kicked  up  the  dust  on  the  top  of  the 
earthworks,  and  occasionally  a  man  would  groan 
and  lean  back  and  fall  in  a  limp  heap. 

Suddenly  the  enemy  opened  up  with  a  machine 
gun.  The  hail  of  bullets  that  rained  on  the 
trenches  was  awful  to  face.  Men  were  tumbling 
— on  all  sides,  and  it  soon  became  plain  that  to 
remain  there  would  mean  the  wiping  out  of  the 
whole  company. 

Hotter  became  the  firing,  and  a  soldier  next  to 
Dick  stopped  a  moment  ttl  whipe  his  rifle  and, 
leaning  over,  said: 

"Senor,  this  is  our  end.  We  will  never  get  out 
of  here  alive.  If  we  only  had  one  of  those  guns 
we  would  be  able  to  fight." 

Then  Dick  and  Jupe  understood  what  it  meant 
when  the  United  States  removed  the  embargo  on 
arms.  These  machine  guns  had  been  brought 
across  the  line,  and  were  the  terrible  engines  of 
warface  with  which  the  rebels  were  sweeping 
back  the  Federals. 

Nothing  human  could  stand  before  them.  The 
ground  was  actually  plowed  up  by  the  bullets, 
and  dead  men  were  scattered  like  flies.  At  that 
moment  a  hoarse  voice  was  heard  above  the  roar 
of  the  guns.  Down  came  a  thin  figure  gesticulat¬ 
ing  and  wild  with  rage. 

"Up  out  of  there,  all  of  yez,"  yelled  Captain 
Monohan,  waving  his  rifle,  for  none  of  the  officers 
fought  with  swords.  Modem  warfare  has  done 
away  with  the  sword. 

"Fall  back,  and  form  undher  that  ridge."  yelled 
the  fiery  little  Irish  commander.  It  seemed  as  if 
he  bore  a  charmed  life,  for  he  was  right  in  the 
line  of  fire,  and  bullets  were  ripping  up  the 
ground  all  about  him.  and  still  he  did  not  seem 
to  be  hij. 


(To  be  continued.) 
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GOOD  READING 


VOLCANOES  ON  THE  RAMPAGE 

Kilouca’s  renewal  of  activity  continues.  There 
were  four  violent  earthquakes  in  the  region  near 
the  volcano  recently  at  four-hour  intervals,  and 
the  emission  of  steam,  notable  for  several  days, 
still  goes  on.  The  fall  of  sections  of  the  crater’s 
lip  into  the  depths  below  has  ceased  again,  how¬ 
ever. 

The  eruption  of  Vesuvius  is  increasing  in  in- 
tenstiy.  Two  new  craters  have  opened,  says  a  bul¬ 
letin  issued  by  the  Vesuvian  observatory,  and  all 
three  craters  are  emitting  lava  cinders  and  ashes, 
while  heavy  rumblings  are  heard  inside. 

The  authorities  having  prohibited  climbing  the 
volcano  for  fear  of  casualties,  the  tourists  here, 
especially  Americans,  are  assembling  in  crowds 
at  night  at  the  nearby  points  of  Santa  Lucia  and 
Vomero  to  witness  the  spectacle. 


TRAINING  SAILORS’  ORPHANS  TO  BE 

FARMERS 

Twenty-five  British  boys,  of  an  average  age 
of  15%,  have  just  sailed  for  New  Zealand  to  be 
trained  as  farmers.  They  are  the  first  batch  to 
be  sent  out  under  a  scheme  inaugurated  by  New 
Zealand  sheep  owners  to  show  their  gratitude  to 
the  men  of  the  British  navy  and  Mercantile  Ma¬ 
rine  for  their  services  during  the  war. 

A  fund  of  $1,000,000  has  been  subscribed  by 
sheep  owners  of  the  Dominion,  and  it  is  proposed 
so  long  as  the  money  lasts,  to  train  each  year 
about  200  sons  of  killed  and  disabled  sailors  on  a 
large  farm,  to  look  after  their  welfare,  and  pro¬ 
vide  them  with  wages  during  the  period  of  train¬ 
ing,  and,  where  desirable,  to  start  them  in  life 
with  farms  at  a  low  rate  of  interest. 

The  chairman  of  the  trustees  of  this  admirable 
scheme,  the  Hon.  Edward  Newman,  C.  M.  G.,  is 
at  present  in  England.  He  emigrated  to  New 
Zealand  about  forty  years  ago  and  has  large 
farming  interests  in  the  Dominion.  He  told  a 
Daily  Mail  reporter  that  the  boys  are  carefully 
selected  in  England,  are  given  a  complete  outfit, 
and  their  passages  are  jointly  paid  by  the  trus¬ 
tees  and  the  British  and  New  Zealand  govern¬ 
ments.  On  arrival  they  are  sent  for  six  months 
to  the  trustees’  ^training  farm,  Flock  House, 
which  has  accommodation  for  100  boys  and  covers 
5,000  or  6,000  acres  of  land.  Every  kind  of  farm¬ 
ing  will  be  taught  them,  and  afterward  they  will 
be  indentured  for  several  years  ta  responsible 
farmers. 

The  aim  of  the  trustees  is  to  make  the  boys 
loyal,  useful  citizens,  and  everything  will  be  done 
to  give  them  a  thorough  chance  to  make  good.  1 


FISH  COURT  CAPTURE 
Down  in  Venezuela,  near  the  port  of  Carupano, 
fi  h  are  coming  out  of  the  sea  to  greet  the  fisher¬ 
men  on  the  beach.  Vive-Consul  Amado  Chaves 
ha-  vouched  for  th<->  storv  to  the  Department  of 
Commerce.  He  said:  “One  has  but  to  take  his 
choice  as  to  the  knd  of  fish  he  wants.  Millions 


of  them  came  ‘scampering’  from  the  water  eag¬ 
er  to  be  captured— quite  the  reverse  of  what  the 
disciples  of  Izak  Walton  might  expect.” 

It  seems  that  each  year  there  is  a  disturbance 
of  the  sea  in  this  tropical  vicinity,  a  condition 
referred  to  locally  as  the  “turbic”  or  turbulent 
waters.  During  the  progress  of  this  phenomenon 
the  water  assumes  a  dark  color  and  gives  off  a 
disagreeable  sulphuric  odor.  At  times  this  con¬ 
dition  extends  out  as  far  as  the  Santa  Margarita 
Islands  and  is  said  to  do  considerable  damage  to 
the  pearl  oyster  beds  there.  In  this  period  <=ilver 
objects  tarnish  quickly  and  take  on  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  having  been  in  a  fire.  The  health  of  the 
people  along  the  coast  at  this  time  is  unusually 
good.  J 

Simultaneously  with  the  ’’tubic”  occurs  what  is 
known  as  the  “ribazon,”  the  sea  for  about  a  mile 
out  from  shore  being  stirred  up  by  myriads  of 
fish  that  make  no  effort  to  escape  capture.  Sea¬ 
birds,  gulls  and  pelicans  gather  for  the  feast  in 
such  numbers  that  at  times  it  is  difficult  to  see 
the  horizon,  and  they  sometimes  even  interfere 
with  navigation.  Many  fish  run  up  on  the  beach 
as  if  desperate,  and,  despite  the  immense  quan¬ 
tities  of  fish  eaten  by  the  birds  and  gathered  bv 
the  natives,  the  number  that  die  on  the  shore  is 
so  great  that  on  numerous  occasions  the  civil  au¬ 
thorities  have  found  it  necessary  to  dig  trenches 
in  which  to  bury  the  fish  along  the  beach. 

The  fish  most  commonly  affected  are  the  sar¬ 
dine  and  anchovy,  although  at  times  even  sharks 
have  been  known  to  rush  up  on  the  beach. 
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INTERESTING  RADIO  NEWS  AND  HINTS 


A  duolateral  or  Giblen-Remler  coil  is  prefer¬ 
able  to  an  uptapped  bank  wound  coil.  It  is  more 
efficient  and  affords  a  greater  economy  in  space. 


Some  circuits  utilize  a  secondary  coupling  coil 
that  Is  placed  in  inductive  relation  to  the  plate 
variometer.  This  coil  should  be  wound  m  the 
same  direction  as  the  windings  on  the  plate 
variometer. 


BREAKS  MAKE  SET  NOISY 

Crackling  in  the  phones  may  be -caused  by  a 
broken  phone  cord.  After  the  phones  have  been 
used  for  some  time  the  fine  braided  wire  m  the 
cord  gets  broken  in  spots.  The  test  for  this  is 
to  shake  the  cord.  If  the  noises  continue  with 
the  shaking  get  a  new  phone  cord. 


TRAP  DESIGNS 

During  the  last  two  years  many  designs  for 
wave  traps  have  been  published  and  as  a  result 
the  novice  is  in  dohbt  as  to  which  is  best  suited 
for  his  receiver.  The  first  type  of  wave  trap  that 
received  popular  approval  consisted  of  a  coil  and 
a  variable  condenser  in  shunt  with  each  other 
and  in  series  with  the  lateral  circuit  of  the  re¬ 
ceiver.  When  a  trap  of  this  type  is  tuned  to  the 
wave  length  of  an  interfering  station  it  will  trap 
out  the  waves  from  that  station,  but  as  the  effi¬ 
ciency  of  the  device  is  rather  low  it  also  will  tend 
to  reduce  the  signal  strength  of  other  stations 
operating  on  wave  length  near  those  to  which  the 
trap  is  tuned.  To  overcome  this  objectionable 
feature  an  inductively  coupled  wave  trap  was  de¬ 
veloped  and  when  a  trap  of  this  type  is  properly 
designed  it  will  be  found  very  selective. 

The  coil  in  the  wave  trap  consists  of  fifty  turns 
of  No.  2  D.  C.  C.  wire  on  a  three-inch  tube  and 
after  the  coil  has  been  wound  two  terminals 
should  be  taken  out  and  then  •  several  layers  of 
ordinary  paper  should  be  wound  over  it.  Another 
coil  is  wound  directly  over  it,  and  consists  of 
eight  turns  of  No.  18  D.  C.  C.  wire.  This  coil 
must  be  wound  in  the  same  direction  as  the  first 
coil,  and  taps  should  be  taken  off  on  the  first, 
third,  fifth  and  eighth  turns. 

The  variable  condenser  that  is  connected  in 
shunt  with  the  first  coil  is  an  ordinary  23  plate 
condenser,  and  with  this  apparatus  the  trap  will 
tune  from  about  150  to  550  meters.  If  a  43 
plate  condenser  is  used  instead  of  the  23  plate 
the  trap  will  tune  higher  and  it  then  will  be 
possible  to  cut  out  the  interference  from  ship 
stations. 

In  mounting  the  trap  it  would  be  wise  to 
place  it  on  a  panel  about  six  inches  wide  by  seven 
inches  high.  The  variable  condenser  and  the  in¬ 
ductance  switch  should  be  mounted  on  the  front 
of  the  panel  and  the  coil  should  be  placed  behind 
the  condenser  in  a  position  that  is  at  right  angles 
to  all  coils  in  the  receiving  set. 


RADIO  ANNOUNCERS 
In  the  broadcasting  branch  of  radio  a  new 
rocatlon  has  developed,  that  of  the  radio  an¬ 
nouncer. 


To  be  a  successful  announcer  something  more 
than  a  pleasing  voice  and  clear  enunciation  la 
required.  The  idea  announced  is  a  musician  with 
a  knowledge  of  composers  and  their  work;  he 
should  be  a  linguist  familiar  with  English,  Italian 
and  German;  he  should  be  able  in  an  emergency 
to  make  an  announcement  in  English  without  con¬ 
fusion  and  free  from  grammatical  errors.  He 
must  be  tactful  in  receiving  artists  and  instruct¬ 
ing  them  in  proper  position  before  the  micro¬ 
phone. 

Singers  and  speakers  accustomed  to  public  ap¬ 
pearance  very  often  develop  microphone  fright, 
not  because  the  studio  surroundings  are  over¬ 
powering  but  because  they  miss  the  stimulating 
presence  of  an  audience. 

The  announcer’s  duties  are  not  limited  to  hia 
appearance  before  the  microphone.  At  WGY,  the 
station  of  the  General  Electric  Company  of 
Schenectady,  rehearsals  are  conducted  by  one  of 
the  group  of  six  announcers.  By  means  of  the 
try-outs,  poor  singers  are  saved  the  embarrass¬ 
ment  of  failure  before  the  microphone.  The  re¬ 
hearsal  also  serves  to  demonstrate  that  certain 
voices  have  not  the  quality  for  radio  transmis¬ 
sion.  * 

Sometimes  the  finished  and  -successful  singer 
is  found  to  have  a  voice  unsuited  for  radio  trans¬ 
mission  and,  on  the  other  hand,  a  singer  whose 
voice  is  too  weak  for  public  hall  or  theatre  some¬ 
times  possesses  quality  and  tone  which  win  in¬ 
stantaneous  popularity  with  the  radio  audience. 

Four  of  the  six  announcers  at  WGY  are  vocal 
soloists,  and  may,  in  the  event  of  an  emergency, 
such  as  the  failure  of  the  scheduled  artists  to 
arrive,  step  before  the  microphone  and  give  a 
creditable  performance. 

Kolin  Mager,  the  chief  announcer,  has  been 
associated  with  WGY  since  the  station  opened. 
He  is  a  trained  musician,  linquist  and  public 
speaker.  When  a  boy  he  was  a  soprano  soloist  in 
an  Albany  church.  . 

Carl  Jester  is  a  tenor  with  a  thorough  musical 
education,  and  for  the  past  year  he  had  directed 
the  WGY  Light  Opera  Company  in  its  various 
appearances.  Asa  0.  Coggeshall,  also  a  tenor,  a 
third  announcer,  is  director  of  a  boy  choir  in  an 
Amsterdam,  N.  Y.,  church. 

William  Fay,  the  last  to  join  the  announcer 
force  at  WGY,  is  a  baritone  and  his  voice  has 
brought  him  many  fan  letters.  The  other  an¬ 
nouncers  at  Schenectady  station  are:  “Robert 
Weidaw,  who  gives  much  of  his  time  to  the  exe¬ 
cutive  work  of  the  studio,  and  Edward  H.  Smith, 
who  is  director  and  leading  man  of  the  players 
and  assists  in  planning  feature  programs  such  as 
Uncle  Josh’s  golden  wedding,  and  minstrel  shows. 
An  entire  evening’s  program  may  be  put  on  by 
the  announcers  without  the  aid  of  outside  talent. 


THREE  STEPS  OF  AUDIO  FREQUENCY 

Audio  frequency  amplification,  one  of  tho 
greatest  factors  in  making  radio  reception  so 
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popular,  has  now  reached  the  stage  where  three 
steps  of  amplification  can  be  used  without  hope¬ 
lessly  distorting  the  signals.  This  is  due  to  the 
great  improvement 'in  the  last  year  in  the  con¬ 
struction  of  audio  frequency  transformers. 

Without  audio  frequency  amplification  the  sat¬ 
isfaction  and  convenience  of  the  loud  speaker 
would  be  unknown  and  a  receiving  set  would  have 
to  be  equipped  with  a  headset  for  every  member 
of  the  family.  In  fact,  no  set  is  considered  com¬ 
plete  nowadays  without  two  or  three  steps  of 
audio  amplification  and  some  type  of  loud 
speaker. 

Most  up  to  date  receiving  sets  have  the  audio 
amplifying  apparatus  built  into  the  same  cabinet 
with  the  tuning  apparatus.  A  very  convenient 
way,  is  to  use  a  separate  audio  frequency 

4  amplifying  unit  either  built  into  a  cabinet  or  on  a 
panel.  This  can  be  attached  to  whatever  type 
of  receiver  you  are  using,  whether  it  be  a  crystal 
set,  single  tube  regenerative,  Reinartz,  Flewell- 
ing,  Ultra  Audion,  etc.,  and  thus  produce  results 
equal  to  the  more  elaborate  and  expensive  sets 
with  self-contained  amplifiers.  The  ideal  arrange¬ 
ment  is  to  have  separate  jacks  for  each  stage, 
which  enables  the  operator  to  employ  just  enough 
amplification  to  get  the  necessary  volume. 

As  a  radio  engineer  who  has  designed  numerous 
sets  and  experiments  with  practically  every  type 
of  receiver  in  existence,  the  advice  of  W.  G. 
Farr  of  Chicago,  regarding  the  construction  of  a 
three  stage  amplifier  will  be  found  of  real  value. 
Mr.  Farr  states: 

“A  three  stage  amplifier  amplifying  the  output 
of  a  crystal  set  or  non-regenerative  single  tube 
set  to  full  loud  speaker  volume.  A  two  stage 
amplifier  will  be  amply  sufficient  for  any  type 
of  single  tube  regenerative  set.  The  amplifier 
unit  can  be  operated  from  the  same  ‘A’  batteries 
as  the  receiving  set,  provided,  of  course,  that 
tubes  are  used  which  operate  on  the  same  voltage. 
However,  the  amplifying  circuit  requires  a  num¬ 
ber  of  higher  plate  voltage  than  a  detector  circuit, 
which  will  necessitate  the  use  of  additional  ‘B’ 

'  batteries* 

“When  the  amplifier  is  built  as  a  separate  unit, 
the  phone  terminals  of  the  receiving  set  are 
connected  directly  to  the  input  terminals  (P  and 
B)  of  the  audio  amplifier.  A  very  convenient 
method  is  to  equip  the  input  of  the  amplifier  with 
a  cord  and  plug  by  means  of  which  it  can  be 
plugged  into  the  phone  jack  of  the  receiver  in 
place  of  the  head  phones. 

“When  adding  audio  amplification  to  any  type 
of  regenerative  set  it  is  advisable  to  connect  a 
fixed  condenser  of  .001  MFD  capacity  across  the 
primary  terminals  of  the  first  transformer.  Ihis 
acts  as  a  by-pass  for  the  radio  frequency  cur¬ 
rents  flowing  in  thp  plate  circuit  and  thus  assists 
the  regenerative  action  of  the  tube. 

“Use  a  separate  jack  on  each  stage.  This 
permits  the  use  of  more  or  less  amplification  as 
desired.  If  for  any  reason  these  jacks  are  not 
u:-ed,  connect  the  ‘F  terminal  to  the  socket  direct 
to  the  ‘F  terminal  of  the  transformer  and  the  ‘B’ 
terminal  of  the  transformer  direct  to  the  posi¬ 
tive  side  of  the  ‘B’  battery.  A  separate  rheostat 
used  for  each  tube,  but  if  the  tubes  are  well 
matched  just  as  satisfactory  results  can  be  ob¬ 
tained  if  the  tubes  are  all  controlled  by  one  rheo¬ 
stat.  The  only  precaution  necessary  is  to  use  a 


rheostat  with  sufficient  current  carrying  capacity 
to  carry  all  the  tubes  without  heating. 

“The  most  satisfactory  tubes  for  use  in  audio 
frequency  amplification  are  UV-201-A,  C1301-A, 
and  Western  Electric  216-A.  UV-199  or  C-299 

tubes  can  also  be  used,  but  will  not  be  found  as 
satisfactory.  They  will  not  stand  as  high  a 
plate  voltage  and  will  not  produce  as  great  a 
volume  as  the  larger  tubes.  The  plate  voltage 
applied  to  an  audio  amplifier  may  be  from  45 
to  150  volts,  but  ordinarily  90  volts  will  be  found 
sufficient.  Of  course  a  higher  degree  of  ampli¬ 
fication  is  obtained  by  using  high  plate  voltage, 
but  at  a  sacrifice  of  quality.  A  plate  voltage  of 
over  90  volts  will  necessitate  the  use  of  a  '(7 
battery. 

“When  a  ‘C"  battery  is  used  it  is  connected  in 
the  common  grid  return  lead  of  all  the  tubes, 
paying  particular  attention  that  the  polarity  is 
correct.  Unless  the  amplifier  is  being  worked  up 
to  full  capacity,  the  ‘C’  battery  wdll  make  little 
difference  in  the  quality  of  the  signal.  Its  chief 
advantage  lies  in  the  fact  that  it  causes  a  ma¬ 
terial  reduction  in  the  plate  current  and  thus 
lengthens  the  life  of  the  ‘B’  batteries.  For  a 
plate  voltage  of  90  volts,  a  six  volt  ‘C’  battery 
will  be  required.  As  no  current  is  consumed  from 
the  ‘C’  battery,  small  flashlight  cells  will  have 
ample  capacity. 

“One  of  the  most  important  considerations  in 
building  kn  audio  amplifier  is  to  use  transform¬ 
ers  of  the  highest  quality.  An  audio  frequency 
transformer  is  called  upon  to  reproduce  sounds 
of  frequencies  ranging  from  about  100  per  second 
up  to  the  upper  limit  of  audiobility,  which  may 
be  10,000  to  20,000  per  second.  If  all  these  fre¬ 
quencies  are  not  equally  amplified  the  result  is 
either  a  loss  of  tone  quality  or  an  actual  dis¬ 
tortion  of  the  voice  or  musical  sounds.  This  be¬ 
comes  more  noticeable  as  the  number  of  stages 
is  increased,  and  the  practical  working  limits  is 
three  stages.  In  order  for  the  original  sounds 
to  be  correctly  reproduced  it  is  necessary  for  the 
fluctuation  in  magnetic  strength  of  the  core  to 
follow  with  perfect  fidelity  the  form  of  the  sound 
waves  which  are  being  amplified.  Thus  it  can 
readily  be  seen  that  the  efficiency  of  an  audio 
transformer  is  very  largely  dependent  upon  the 
proper  core  design. 

“One  of  the  most  frequent  sources  of  trouble 
in  audio  amplification  circuits  and  particularly 
in  three  stage  circuits  is  magnetic  interaction 
between  the  cores  of  the  transformers,  which 
manifests  itself  in  the  production  of  howls  and 
in  distortion  of  signals.  To  reduce  this  effect 
to  a  minimum  it  has  been  the  custom  in  the  past 
to  place  the  transformers  with  their  cores  at 
right  angles  to  each  other.  Due  to  the  improved 
design  of  some  transformers  this  precaution  is 
entirely  unnecessary,  as  they  are  provided  with 
a  perfect  magnetic  shield  in  the  form  of  a  heavy 
steel  shell. 

“The  best  amplifying  results  will  be  obtained 
by  the  use  of  a  transformer  having  a  ratio  of 
6  to  1  in  the  first  stage  and  a  radio  of  3 to  1 
in  the  following  stages. 

“In  any  audio  amplifier  the  most  perfect  repro¬ 
duction  will  be  obtained  when  the  tubes  are  not 
being  forced  to  their  maximum.  It  is  far  better 
to  get  good  tone  quality  with  moderate  volume 
than  to  sacrifice  quality  to  gain  intensity.” 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

TIDE  MOVES  GREAT  BRIDGE 
Resting  on  five  pontoons,  a  300-ton  railway 
bridge  that  spanned  the  waterway  between  Oak¬ 
land  and  Alameda,  Cal.,  was  lifted  from  its  posi¬ 
tion  with  the  help  of  a  rising  tide  and  by  pump¬ 
ing  the  water  from  the  floats  upon  which  it 
rested.  Trains  were  operated  over  the  span  up  to 
seven  hours  before  it  was  moved. 


STEAM  TO  KILL  WEEDS 
Steam  from  locomotive  boilers  is  being  used 
by  a  Southern  railroad  to  kill  weeds  along  the 
right  of  way.  The  steam  is  superheated  by  pass¬ 
ing  it  through  an  oil  furnace  carried  on  a  special 
car,  and  it  is  then  delivered  to  the  right  of  way 
through  perforated  pipes,  so  arranged  that  they 
may  be  raised  or  lowered.  It  hits  the  weeds  at 
a  temperature  of  from  700  to  900  degrees  and  at 
a  pressure  of  seventy-five  pounds  to  the  square 
inch.  Four  trips  a  season  will  keep  down  a  dense 
growth  of  weeds. 


FOUR-FOOTED  DUCK  IS  SOLD  AT  AUCTION 

A  spirited  auction  took  place  in  the  butcher 

Shop  of  Abram  Goldberg  at  No.  22  Ludlow  street, 
lew  York,  recently,  when  the  famous  four-footed 
duck  was  sold  to  the  highest  bidder. 

In  the  midst  of  the  Friday  pre-Sabbath  bustle 
Goldberg’s  kosher  shop  Rabbi  Zedig  decided  that 
the  four-legged  duck  was  not  kosher,  and  hence 
could  not  be  eaten. 

Mr.  Goldberg  had  thought  of  donating  the 
remains  to  the  American  Museum  of  Natural  His¬ 
tory,  but,  being  a  business  man,  he  decided  to  sell 
the  duck  to  the  highest  bidder. 

The  freak  was  finally  awarded  to  Alexander 
Fischer  for  $60.  Mr.  Fischer  will  have  the  duck 
Stuffed  and  will  place  it  in  the  window  of  his 
restaurant. 


cat  in  a  bird  cage  and  then  hang  the  cage  up 
iii  a  tree  where  crows  have  nested  in  other 
years.  When  the  crows  discover  the  presence  of 
the  cat  they  flock  by  the  hundreds  and  seek  to 
destroy  their  imprisoned  enemy.  Protected  by 
the  bars  of  the  cage,  the  cat  is  safe  enough,  and 
while  the  cat-baiting  is  on  by  the  crows  the 
hunters  assemble  and  get  in  their  deadly  work. 

The  hunters  say  that  the  shooting  does  not 
scare  the  crows  away.  If  they  have  any  theory 
about  the  shooting,  it  is  that  it  is  some  new 
device  of  their  ancient  enemy  and  they  redouble 
their  efforts  to  get  at  the  animals.  The  cats 
are  not  in  the  least  injured  by  being  used  as 
decoys,  but  after  one  or  two  hunts  they  grow 
nervous  and  are  easily  frightened  by  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  any  kind  of  a  bird. 

The  most  discouraging  feature  of  it  from  the 
hunters'  standpoint  is  that  in  most  cases,  after 
the  cat  is  released,  it  leaves  the  country  in  very 
short  order.  This  has  naturally  resulted  in  a 
famine  in  cats.  There  is  some  talk  among  the 
hunters  of  importing  some  old  maids  and  thus 
augmenting  the  domestic  cat  supply.  Being  a 
cattle  country,  there  are  very  few  unmarried 
women  in  the  county,  and  this  is  turn  makes  the 
number  of  available  cats  small. 

-  M  WlBfci  »  ■ - 

LAUGHS 

Lawyer— Don’t  you  think  I  acquitted  myself 
well  in  that  trial?  Friend — Very  well.  It  is  a 
pity  you  didn’t  do  as  much  for  your  client. 


“Then  you  don’t  want  no  cranberries?”  “No; 
I’ve  changed  my  mind.  I  see  your  cat  is  asleep 
in  those  cranberries.”  “That’s  all  right,  mum. 
I  don’t  mind  waking  the  cat  up.” 


Mrs.  Hardhead — I  can  always  tell  what  kind 
of  a  wife  a  man  has  by  his  views  on  the  woman 
question.  Stranger — I  have  all  sorts  of  views 
Mrs.  Hardhead— Then  you  are  a  Chicago  man 


Friend — Why  did  you  give  your  wife  a  pearl 
necklace  for  a  birthday  present?  Don’t  you 
know  pearls  are  the  signs  of  tears?  Husband 
(significantly )  In  this  case  thev  were  the  result 
of  them. 


“If  you  stand  with  your  back  to  the  south 
what  have  you  on  your  left  hand?”  asked  the 
teacher  during  the  geography  lesson.  The  small 
boy  thought,  considered  his  hands  and  gave  the 
right  answer.  “Fingers,  sir,”  he  replied 


Mrs.  Chubb  (with  newspaper) — I  see  several 
persons  are  petitioning  to  have  their  names 
changed.  What  does  it  cost  to  have  a  n 
changed?  Mr.  Chubb— It  cost  me  a  couple  of 
hundred  dollars  to  have  your  name  changed  to 
mine. 


USE  CATS  AS  CROW  DECOYS 

The  great  devastation  caused  by  crows  in  the 
State  of  Nebraska  has  led  to  organized  efforts 
to  get  rid  of  the  crow  pests.  One  of  the  latest 
developments  is  the  use  of  cats  as  decoys. 

The  usual  method  employed  is  to  place  the 


“Algernon  is  very  interesting.”  said  the  stock 
broker’s  daughter  “What  does  he  talk  about?" 
inquired  her  father.  “Why  he’s  ever  so  well 
posted  in  Shakespearian  quotations.  “Young 
woman,”  said  the  liancier,  sternly,  “don’t  let  him 
deceive  you.  There  ain’t  no  such  stock  on  the 
market.” 
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THE  BIBLE  REMAINS 

The  Bible  has  endured  hundreds  of  years  of 
criticism  by  men  who  were  proud  of  their  own 
superficial  knowledge.  But  these  are  forgotten, 
while  the  truths  of  the  Bible  are  more  regarded 
than  ever.  Critics  may  find  fault  with  the  stories 
in  the  Bible,  but  at  the  same  time  the  people 
will  believe  in  the  Bible  as  the  highest  authority 
and  there  is  nothing  to  replace  it.  Nothing  since 
the  Bible  was  written  has  lived  to  counsel  the 
people  and  show  them  the  way  to  right  living. 
It  can  be  pointed  out  to  these  shallow  skeptics 
that  the  nations  which  have  grown  up  with  the 
Bible  have  the  highest  place  in  humanity.  They 
are  farther  advanced  than  the  men  and  women 
who  do  not  follow  the  Bible  and  reverence  its 
teachings.  Today,  in  every  way  that  relates  to 
religious  and  moral  character,  the  Bible  is  the 
truest  authority. 


mountain,  Mount  Logan  is  almost  as  unconquer¬ 
able.  Mammoth  glaciers,  fields  of  ice,  scarred 
with  treacherous  crevasses,  confront  the  climbers 
and  at  present  the  best  altitude  ever  obtained 
on  the  mountain’s  glassy  slopes  is  6,500  feet. 
Because  of  the  perils  of  glacier  and  hidden  cre¬ 
vasses,  the  climbers  will  have  to  travel  sixty- 
eight  miles  roped  together  before  they  even  be¬ 
gin  the  ascent  of  the  mountain  proper. 

The  best  climb  yet  made  was  by  the  surveying 
parties  a  few  years  ago  in  determining  the 
boundary  between  Alaska  and  Canada.  The  ex¬ 
pedition  will  be  composed  of  nine  picked  moun¬ 
taineers  from  American  and  Canadian  Alpine 
clubs.  Four  men  will  be  selected  to  make  the 
final  dash  to  the  summit. 


SOMETHING  ABOUT  THE  WREN 


FINDS  UNKNOWN  RIVER  IN  ALASKA 
The  story  of  an  explorer’s  life  in  the  Northern 
Alaskan  wilderness  and  the  discovery  of  un¬ 
charted  streams  is  contained  in  a  letter  brought 
back  to  civilization  by  an  Eskimo  from  the  Geo¬ 
logical  Survey  party  headed  by-  Dr.  Philip  b. 
Smith  and  made  public  by  the  Interior  Depart¬ 
ment.  The  expedition  is  exploring  Naval  Petro¬ 
leum  Reserve  No.  4.  j  x 

The  letter,  written  March  20,  states  that  in 
exploring  the  Colville  River  Dr.  Smith  found  a 
river  about  200  yards  wide,  which  flows  west¬ 
ward  and  then  turns  northward.  The  party  pmns 
to  continue  the  river  explorations,  but  they  must 
reach  the  coast  in  time  to  catch  the  last  ship 
out  of  the  Arctic  Ocean  before  the  September 

fr66ZG« 

The  party  has  established  a  base  camp  at  the 
head  of  the  Unakserak  River  about  ten  miles 
from  the  Divide,  between  the  Unakserak  and  Col¬ 
ville  Rivers,  at  latitude  67:45:30,  at  an  altitude 
of  2  200  feet.  On  this  Divide,  the  party  has  dis¬ 
covered  groves  of  willow  trees  as  thick  ^as  a 
man’s  wrist,  which  they  are  using  for  fue*. 

The  supporting  party  of  seven  men  and  1 fU 
dogs  turned  back  on  March  16,  and  the  man 
expedition  was  proceeding  with  tnree  s^eds 
thirty-three  dogs.  The  sleds  soon  will  be  aban¬ 
doned,  and  the  journey  co^tl^d1l\ca^Y%e  Jr 
The  letter  was  written  by  Dr.  J.  B.  Meitie,  jr. 


MOUNT  LOGAN  ASCENT  TO  BE  TRIED 
THIS  SUMMER 

The  challenge  flung  at  mountaineers  by  Mount 
Logan,  the  Yukon  Territory  peak,  which  has  been 
termed  the  “Everest  of  America”  tor  centuries, 
is  to  be  taken  up  by  a  party  of  internationally 
known  Alpinists,  who  will  attempt  the  ascent  of 
the  hitherto  Inaccessible  mountain  some  time  dur¬ 
ing  the  summer.  A.  H.  McCarthy  of  New  York 
is  here  on  the  way  to  the  Yukon  to  look  over  t  ie 
mountain  and  plan  for  the  climb.  , 

Mount  Ixigan  is  ID, 850  feet  high,  and  is  th. 
second  highest  peak  in  America.  Althougn  not 
as  high  as  Mount  Everest,  the  worlds  loftiest 


The  common  wren  is  very  shy  and  retiring,  and 
in  this  respect  is  like  the  lyre-bird.  It  will  often 
hide  its  nest  in  a  crevice  or  hollow  where  it  may 
escape  observation.  The  wren  is  seldom  seen  in 
the  open  country  and  does  not  venture  upon  any 
lengthened  flight,  but  confines  itself  to  the  hedge¬ 
rows  and  brushwood,  where  it  may  often  be  ob- 
served^hopping  and  skipping  like  a  tiny  feath¬ 
ered  mouse  among  the  branches.  It  especially 
haunts  the  hedges  which  are  flanked  by  ditches, 
as  it  can  easily  hide  itself  in  such  localities,  and 
can  also  obtain  a  plentiful  supply  of  food.  By 
remaining  perfectly  quiet,  the  observer  can  read¬ 
ily  watch  its  movements,  and  it  is  really  an  in¬ 
teresting  sight  to  see  the' little  creature  flitting 
about  the  brushwood,  flirting  its  saucily  expres¬ 
sive  tail,  and  uttering  its  quick  and  cheering 
note. 

The  voice  of  the  wren  is  very  sweet  and  melo¬ 
dious,  and  of  a  more  powerful  character  than 
would  be  imagined  from  the  dimensions  of  the 
bird.  The  wren  is  a  merry  little  creature,  and 
chants  its  gay  song  on  the  slightest  encourage¬ 
ment  or  weather.  Even  in  winter  there  needs 
but  the  gleam  of  a  few  sunbeams  to  set  the  wren 
to  singing. 

The  nest  of  the  wren  is  rather  an  ambitious 
structure,  being  a  completely  domed  edifice,  and 
built  in  a  singularly  ingenious  manner.  If,  how¬ 
ever,  the  bird  can  find  a  suitable  spot,  such  as 
the  hole  of  a  decaying  tree,  the  gnarled  and 
knotted  branches  of  old  ivy,  or  the  overhanging 
eaves  of  a  deserted  building,  where  a  natural 
dome  is  formed,  it  is  sure  to  seize  upon  the  op¬ 
portunity  and  to  make  a  dome  of  very  slight 
workmanship.  The  dome,  however,  always  ex¬ 
ists  in  some  form.  During  the  winter  the  wren 
generally  shelters  itself  from  the  weather  in  the 
same  m  st  which  it  inhabited  during  the  breed¬ 
ing  season;  and  in  very  cold  seasons  it  is  not  an 
uncommon  event  to  find  six  or  seven  wrens  all 
huddled  into  a  heap  for  the  sake  of  warmth,  and 
presenting  to  the  eye  or  hand  of  the  spectator 
nothing  but  a  shapeless  mass  of  soft  brown 
feathers.  It  is  probable  that  these  little  gath¬ 
erings  may  be  composed  ol  members  of  Lbo  same 
family. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


GAY  LIFE  TOOK  THE  MONEY 

George  Lister,  thirty-four,  borrowed  a  nickel 
for  subway  fare  and  emerged  from  the  W all  street 
station  just  as  the  city  was  getting  down  to  busi¬ 
ness. 

Lister  turned  into  Trinity  place  and  was  headed 
for  No.  46,  offices  of  the  American  Railway  Ex¬ 
press  Company,  when  he  ran  UDon  Detective  Ser¬ 
geants  William  Fay  and  James  Fitzpatrick,  just 
coming  out  of  that  building. 

With  a  fugitive’s  description  fresh  in  their 
minds,  Fay  and  Fitzpatrick  made  an  abrupt  stop 
and  a  short  inquiry.  Lister  nodded  his  head  and 
said  he  was  just  going  to  the  company  to  give 
himself  up  for  absconding  last  March  10  from  its 
Sausalito,  Cal.,  office  with  $14,000  stuffed  in  a 
shabby  black  bag. 

‘Wanted  to  make  everybody  happy  along  the 
great  White  Way,  and  I  think  I  did,  up  to  last 
night,  when  the  money  gave  out.  I  tipped  every 
waiter  who  served  me  in  the  Broadway  cabarets 
with  a  $20.  I  gave  the  doorman  the  same. 

“Cabaret  singers  got  $100  bills  and  once  I  gave 
an  orchestra  a  $100  bill  for  playing  me  a  tune  1 
liked.” 

Lister  said  he  was  born  in  England  and  was  un¬ 
married.  He  had  been  the  cashier  in  the  Sausali¬ 
to  office  of  the  company  for  three  years.  He  was 
sorry  the  detectives  could  not  collect  the  $500  re¬ 
ward  a  circular  they  carried  promised  would  be 
paid  for  his  capture.  Lister,  they  agreed,  had 
surrendered. 


FIRST  CHINESE  J.UNK  SAILS  INTO 
NEW  YORK 

The  first  Chinese  junk  ever  known  to  have 
sailed  into  New  York  harbor  arrived  recently 
and  anchored  in  Sheepshead  Bay,  near  Plum 
Beach.  The  voyage  was  possible  because  of  the 
Panama  Canal.  It  would  have  been  too  hazard¬ 
ous  to  attempt  to  bring  such  a  small  vessel  round 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  and  across  the  South 
Atlantic  Ocean. 

The  junk  on  her  15,000-mile  trip  was  in  charge 
of  Captain  George  Waard,  master  and  owner,  a 
Dutch-Canadian,  who  was  accompanied  by  his 
Chinese  wife  and  their  eleven-year-old  son.  He 
had  two  Chinese  boys  as  crew  when  he  sailed 
from  Amoy  on  May  17,  1922,  but  they  deserted 
when  he  arrived  at  Vancouver,  B.  C.,  on  Aug.  12, 
after  an  eighty-seven-day  passage  across  the  Pa¬ 
cific.  During  that  time  the  captain  said  he  met 
with  many  adventure^.  Off  the  Foochow  River 
the  junk,  which  he  had  named  Amoy ,  was  at¬ 
tacked  by  pirates  in  the  night  and  when  he  had 
driven  them  away  with  his  rifle  a  big  green  snake 
came  over  the  counter  aft  and  tried  to  curl  round 
Wing  Kee,  one  of  the  boys  who  was  asleep  on  the 
deck.  The  captain  said  that  he  killed  the  rep¬ 
tile  and  the  Chinese  boys  chopped  it  up  and 
pickled  it.  Curried  snake  was  on  the  bill  for 
fare  for  days  afterwards. 

Shortly  before  reaching  Vancouver  the  Amoy 
lost  her  rudder  and  the  captain  rigged  a  jury 
rudder  with  boat  oars  and  a  spare  sail  until  he 
could  make  a  new  one. 


The  Amoy  was  built  of  camphor  wood  and 
Chinese  fir,  he  said,  and  was  neld  together  by 
bamDoo  pins.  She  is  fifty-three  leet  long,  eigh¬ 
teen  teet  beam  and  draws  four  feet  of  water  in 
baiiast.  There  is  accommodation  in  the  cuddy 
for  five  persons. 

Captain  Waard  is  a  tall,  thin  man  with  a  long 
black  mustache  with  twisted  ends  after  the  man¬ 
ner  of  stage  pirates.  He  said  that  he  went  to  sea 
in  a  uutcn  galleon  when  he  was  7  years  old  and 
had  spent  several  years  in  the  Chinese  customs 
service  at  Amoy  and  Swatow.  His  wife,  who  is 
a  Buddhist,  does  not  care  much  for  the  sea,  but 
it  never  gets  monotonous  to  him. 

The  captain  had  not  decided  when  he  visited 
the  Custom  House  at  Bowling  Green  whether  he 
would  remain  in  the  harbor  lor  the  summer  or 
sail  on  to  Europe  via  the  Azores.  He  might  go 
to  Manhattan  Beach,  he  said,  and  make  fast  close 
to  the  shore  so  that  visitors  could  go  on  board. 


LOOK,  BOYS! 

TRAPEZES 

The  Acrobatic  Wonder  Toy 

ALMOST  HUMAN  IN  ITS 
ACTIONS! 

It  consists  of  a  Handsome  parallel 
iron  frame  on  which  the  little  yellow 
man  accurately  performs  like  an  ath¬ 
lete. 


*•  *'  v  "1UVJLVIU  kJ  lull  IS  - 

THE  FLUNG  TRAPEZE  —  Release  the 
tngger-pin  ana  the  figure  swings  for- 
waid,  g upping  the  brass  trapeze-bar 
turns  a  somersault  in  tiie  air  and  catches 
a  cross-bar  by  his  heels. 

THROUGH  THE  LOOP — A  swift  swing  and 
he  goes  through  a  wire  loop,  makes  a 
turn  and,  catching  by  his  heels,  swings 
head  downward  from  a  bar. 

^ TLHi  GX-A.iV X"  SWING  —  He  goes  forward 
with  a  rush,  releases  the  trapeze,  catche 
a  horizontal-bar  with  his  heels,  makes 
two  swift  somersaults  in  the  air  and 
catches  by  his  heels  again.  a  d 

He  performs  two  more  horizontal-bar 
acts  with  the  grace  and  agility  of  a  cir¬ 
cus  star,  and  many  new  ones  can  be  in 
vented.  111 


1  he  Most  \\  onderf ul  Toy  in 
the  World! 

PRICE  $1.50 


toiiuiu  ana  uie  lit  tie  niuui- 
km  aie  neatly  packed  in  a  handsome  box 
Delivered  anywhere  in  the  United  States  on 
receipt  of  price.  Address 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO„ 

166  W.  23d  St.,  New  York  City,  N.  Y. 


IT  takes  butl^  moment  to  mark  the  career  of  your  choice,  sign  youf 
name,  clip  oififayid  mail.  Yet  that  simple  act  has  started  more  than  two 
million  men  and  ^^ien  toward  success. 

In  city,  town ‘and  C%intry.;all  over  the  world,  men  are  living  contented 
Jives  in  happy,  prospero'^Jhomes — because  they  clipped  this  coupon. 

In  every  line  of  business  ^^industry,  in  shops,  stores,  offices,  factories, 
in  mines  and  on  railroads,  mll^are  holding  important  positions  and 
receiving  splendid  salaries — bec^^^.thev|clipped  this  coupon. 

Clerks  have  become  sales,  advertising  and  managers,  mechanics  have  become  fore¬ 

men.  superintendents  and  engineers,  carpentec^^^^pjecome  architects  and  contractors,  men 
and  boys  have  risen  from  nothing  to  places  of  respd^^lly— because  they  clipped  this  coupon. 

You  have  seen  it  in  almost  every  magazine  you  h^f\Jooked  at  for  years.  And  while 

you  have  been  passing  it  by,  more  than  ten - - - - *— 

thousand  men  and  women  each  month  have  international  co schools 

been  making  it  the  first  stepping  stone  to  real  g  &* »!,""!  E 

success  in  life.  business  training  courses 

1X7*11  ...  _/,.mi  ..  t  •  ^Business  Management  n Salesmanship 

Will  you  still  turn  away  from  opportunity?  □  Industrial  Management  '  □  Advertising 

/-i  _  *ii .  • •  j  .  □  Personnel  Organization  □  Better  Letters 

t^an  you  still  go  on,  putting  in  your  days  at  □  Traffic  Management  □Show  Card  Lettering 

the  same  grind,  getting  the  same  pay  envelope  □  Banking iidBanking  Law  □BusiSPEngiinshTyp,n<r 

with  the  same  insufficient  sum,  when  such  a  □  NkhofsoTff  A' >  □SvayMan  cierk 

little  thing  can  be  the  means  of  changing  your  BprTmrsecfetary  BmXschS' sKctfts 

tvbnV  life?  □  Spanish  □  French  □illustrating  □  Cartooning 

C'  TECHNICAL  AND  INDUSTRIAL  COURSES 

You  can  have  the’  position  you  want  in  the  RliecttHcLighti1nTrInK  RakKiV biuc prints 

vflfl  lilrp  hpcf  o  t’Vi'it'  vt/iH  {tivp  vmi  LJ Mechanical  Engineer  O Contractor  and  Builder 

A*Uil£  you  llKc  DcSi,  a  salary  inat  Will  give  you  □  Mechanical  Draftsman  □  Architectural  Draftsman 

and  your  family  the  home,  the  comforts,  the  BKiadPhoXForn“tico  □StmcturarEngffioer 

little  luxuries  you  would  like  them  to  have.  feiEfiTne°ratin8  DAutomobiie  woIikarmacT 

No  matter  what ^your^  age,  your  occupation,  □  Meumirgyan^  MappiDg  □  Navtuon08'1188 

your  education,  or  your  means — you  can  do  it !  y|^eda“  Engineering  B tiYthematTcs nd  PouU^, 

All  we  ask  is  the  chance  to  prove  it.  That’s  . . 

fair,  isn’t  it?  Then  mark  and  mail  this  cou-  street^  3-6-24 

pon.  There’s  no  obligation  and  not  a  penny 

of  cost.  It’s  a  little  thing  that  takes  but  a  c,ty . sut^  . 

moment,  but  it’s  the  most  important  thing  you  occupation... ...  .......  . . .  . .  . 

_  |  •  Persons  residing  tn  Canada  should  send  this  coupon  to  the  Intern 

tan  uO  today.  Do  It  now  l  tional  Correspondence  Schools  Canadian ,  Limited,  Montreal ,  Canada^ 


300,000  PHOTO¬ 
GRAPHS  PER 
MINUTE 


Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  1133  Broadway,  New  York  City,  or 
29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AGENTS  WANTED 

AGENTS  WANTED— Big  Money  and  Faat  Baler  Every 
owner  buys  Gold  Initials  fo*  his  auto.  You  charge 
$1.50 ;  make  $1.35.  Ten  orders  daily  easy.  Write  for 
particulars  and  free  samples.  American  Monogram 
Co..  Dept.  171,  East  Orange,  N.  J. 

AGENTS,  85  Hosiery  and  Neckwear  Styles,  as  high  as 
120%  commission.  Write  for  Fit  KB  SAMPLES.  S.  Q.  8. 
Co.,  Dept.  1312,  Lexington,  Ky. _ 

AGENTS  WANTED  TO  ADVERTISE  our  goods  and 
distribute  free  samples  to  consumers;  0Oo  an  hour. 
Write  for  full  particulars.  American  Products  Co.,  1657 
American  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. _ 

AUTO  OWNER — Get  your  tires  Free!  Be  our  Factory 
Agent!  Big  spare  time  money-maker!  Sample  tires 
furnished.  No  capital  or  experience  needed.  Write 
today.  Armour  Tire  &  Bubber  Co.,  Desk  674,  Day- 

ton,  Ohio. _ _ _ _ 

SELL  coal  in  Carload  Lot3.  Side  or  main  line.  Ex¬ 
perience  unnecessary.  Earn  week’s  pay  in  an  hour. 
Liberal  drawing  account  arrangement.  Washington  Coal 
Company,  899  Coal  Exchange  Building,  Chicago. 


PERSONAL — Continued 

BACHELOR,  38.  worth  $100,000  will  marry,  Y-Box 
866,  League,  Denver.  Colo. _ 

BEAUTIFUL  WEALTHY  WIDOW,  28.  All  Alone. 
Wants  husband.  Box  511,  Huntervllle,  Ala. _ 

GET  A  SWEETHEART.  Exchange  letters.  Write  me 
enclosing  stamp.  Violet  Kay,  Dennison,  Ohio. _ 

HUNDRED8  seeking  marriage.  If  sincere  enclose  stamp. 
Mrs.  F.  Willard,  2928  Broadway,  Chicago.  Illinois. 

IF  LONESOME  exchange  jolly  letters  with  beautiful 
ladles  and  wealthy  gentlemen.  Eva  Moore.  Box  908, 
Jacksonville,  Fla,  (Stamp). _ 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN — If  you  want  new  friends 

of  the  better  class,  enclose  self-addressed  stamped 
envelope.  Address,  P.  O.  Box  556,  Tampa,  Florida. 

LOOK  WHOSE  HERE1  Princess  OKIE  world  famous 
horoscopes.  Get  your’s  today.  Don’t  delay.  Send  full 

birtluiate  and  10c,  K.  Okie,  Box  280.  Mds.a  Sq.  Sta.. 
New  York.  N.  Y. 

LOVERS  IDEAL  LETTER  CLUB.  Stamped  envelope 
for  sealed  plan.  Doris  Dawn.  South  Euclid,  Ohio. 


USE  OUR  HANDSOME  CATALOG;  get  orders  from 
every  home  for  Dr.  Blair’s  famous  home  product*. 
Liberal  pay.  Dr.  Blair  Laboratories,  Dept.  642,  Lynch¬ 
burg,  Va. 


ASTROLOGY 

FREE:  Astrological  reading  and  complete  chart  gov¬ 
erning  your  life,  as  indicated  by  the  stars.  Send 
Birthdate.  Enclose  12c.  for  this  notice.  Pharl  Studio, 
Desk  A.  L. ,  1058  Broadway.  New  York. 


HELP  WANTED 


BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  In  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig,  521  Westover  Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

EARN  $110  to  $250  monthly,  expenses  paid  as  Railway 
Traffic  Inspector.  Position  guaranteed  after  comple¬ 
tion  of  3  months  home  study  course  or  money  refunded. 
Excellent  opportunities.  Write  for  Free  Booklet.  CM- 
101  Stand.  Business  Training  Inst.,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 

EARN  Money  weekly,  spare  time,  addressing,  mailing 
circulars.  No  selling.  We  pay  weekly.  Send  lOo 
for  mailing  cost.  Rica  Co.,  1658  Broadway,  Dept  C-20, 
New  York. 

DETECTIVES  NEEDED  EVERYWHERE,  Work  horns 

or  travel  experience  unnecessary.  Writ#  George  R. 
Wagner,  former  Govt.  Detective,  1968  Broadway.  N.  T, 

EARN  MONEY  WEEKLY,  spare  time,  at  home,  ad¬ 
dressing,  mailing,  music,  circulars.  Send  10c.  for 
music  information.  New  England  Music  Co.,  234  Capon, 
Dept.  F6,  Hartford,  Conn. _ 

RESHARPENING.  No  capital.  $30  week.  Stamp. 

Roseto  Honery,  Roseto.  Pa. 

MANUSCRIPTS  WANTED 

STORIES,  POEMS,  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi¬ 
cation.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  615 
Hannibal,  Mo 


LONELY  HEARTS,  join  our  Club,  be  happy,  corre¬ 
spondence  everywhere,  many  descriptions,  photos  free; 
either  sex,  most  successful  method.  23  years’  experi¬ 
ence,  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslake,  Ill. _ _ 

MARRIAGE  PAPER— 20th  year.  Big  Issue  with  descrip¬ 
tions,  photos,  names  and  addresses.  25  cents.  No 
other  fse.  Sent  sealed.  Box  2265  R,  Boston,  Mass. _ 

MARRY — Particulars  for  stamp.  F.  Morrison,  S-305S 

W.  Holden  Street,  Seattle,  Wash. 

MARRY— Free  photographs,  directory  and  descriptions 

of  wealthy  members.  Pay  when  married.  New  Plan 
Co.,  Dept.  36,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 

descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MARRY  Write  for  big  new  directory  with  photos  and 
descriptions  Free.  National  Agency.  Dept.  A 
Kansas  City,  Mo, 

SWEETHEARTS’  Correspondence  Club.  Stamped  en¬ 
velope  for  sealed  proposal.  Lillian  Sproul.  Station 
H,  Cleveland,  Ohio. _ 

WEALTHY  BACHELOR  GIRL,  lonely,  wishes  to  marry. 

T-Box  866.  League,  Denver,  Colo. 

WHOM  SHOULD  YOU  MARRY7  We’ll  tell  you.  Send 

SOc  and  birth  date  to  Character  Studies,  1515  Ma- 
sonle  Temple,  New  York  City. 


WIDOW.  48,  worth  $30,000,  would  marry. 

tlal,”  B-Box  866,  League.  Denver,  Colo. 


“Conflden- 


BUIMUWKITifiKS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG— We  compose  music 
Submit  your  poems  to  us  at  once.  New  York  Melodj 
Corporation.  405  H.  Romax  Bldg.,  New  York. 


POEMS  WANTED — Soil  your  song -verses  for  casK  Sub- 
mit  Mss.  at  once  or  write  New  Era  Musio  Co..  140, 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 


PERSONAL 

BEAUTIFUL  WEALTHY  LADY.  23,  All  Alone.  Want* 

Husband.  Box  511,  Huntsville,  Ala. 


TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba 
Baltimore,  Md. 


$1.00  If 

Co..  PC.. 


Big  5-Ft.  Telescope 

See  people  and  objects  miles  away 
Telescope  gives  new  pleasures  to 

stars  as  never  before.  Opens  oat  _ _ __ _  _ _ _ 

Brass  bound;  ha*  powerful  lenses.  Thousands  ploasod— "Could  tell  color  of 
aeroplane  4  miles  away.”— Mrs.  Yarbrough.  "Saw  Provincetown  Light, 

SiH  miles  away,  a*  clear  a*  if  in  front  of  me.”— Clyde  Scribner 


CLIP 

this  ao 


**I  h*T«  been  watehin*  submarine#  !!  roilas 
•ff  the  comet  M — P.  Griub.  “Can  see 
children  plnyinp  in  school  yard  6 
miles  rtway.  P.H  .Henningr- 
lou  ‘Rend  the  n ambers  on 
freight  cars  mile  away, 

•ee  mountains  ou 
■uonn.'r—  As  C. 


auae  of  a  fortunate  parrnaae  from  a  l ^  ^ 

manufacturer  we  can  give  vou  a  big  bargain  Befirst  irTyour 
neighborhood;  entertain  your  friend*.  Sand  na  monayi  sand 
only  name  and  address  for  telescope  complete  by  parcel  poet.  On  arrival 
deposit  with  Postman  only  $1.86  plus  a  few  pennies  postage.  Satisfaction 
guaranteed  or  money  refunded.  Order  today  while  the  supply  lasts 

FERRY  &  CO.,  630  Jackson  Blvd.,  Dept.  B246,  Chicago,  111. 


VENTNL0QU5M 

t Atifcli r  ;i!mn«t  liny  one  nf  borne  Small  cost, 
tieml  lOL>A^  2-cent  stamp  for  particulars. 
IIKOKdE  W.  SMITH 

Buoin  M  880,  12$  N.  Jeff  Ave..  Peoria,  111. 


OLD  MONEY  WANTED 


$2  Ao  |600  BACH  paid  for  hand  red*  of  ol 

coins.  Keep  ALL  Old  or  odd  money.  It  raa 
**  VBRT  valuable.  Send  10  e In  for  ILLCI 
TKATBD  COIN  VALUE  BOOK.  4xA  G< 
Posted.  We  pay  CASH. 

CIA  UK  f;  COIN  CO..  Ave  IX  Lotto) ,  N. 


Photographs  at 
the  rate  of  300,- 
000  a  minute — 
thirty-one  times 
as  fast  as  those 
reeled  off  by  the 
slow-motion  pic¬ 
ture  camera — are 
being  made  at 
Shoeburyness  un¬ 
der  British  Gov¬ 
ernment  auspices. 
The  camera  used 
in  these  light¬ 
ning  snapshots 
weighs  two  tons 
and  is  being  used 
by  ordnance  ex¬ 
perts  to  examine 
the  behaVior  of 
shells  and  armor 
plate. 

It  has  shown 
clearly,  also, 
what  happens  to 
a  gold  ball  when 
struck  by  a  club- 
head.  The  ball  is 
pressed  flat  on 
one  side  during 
the  l-1200th  part 
of  a  second  that 
the  driver  is  in 
contact  with  its 
hard  surface. 

An  exceedingly 
hard  rubber  ball, 
teed  up  and  then 
shot  at  by  a 
wooden  plug  pro- 
pectile,  acquired 
some  curious 
shapes  before  re¬ 
turning  quickly 
to  the  simple  life 
of  a  stationary 
sphere.  When  th*a 
projectile  hit  iL 
ball  was  pressed 
into  the  shape  of 
a  half  moon.  Fly¬ 
ing  through  the 
air,  it  expanded 
in  the  direction 
of  flight  until  it 
looked  Jike  an 
egg.  Striking  a 
steel  plate,  it  ex¬ 
panded  in  the  op¬ 
posite  direction 
until  it  had  the 
appearance  of  a 
coin  stuck  on  a 
wall.  Then  it  re¬ 
bounded  and  be¬ 
came  again  a 
sphere. 


HAND 

flEToneof  these 
"  little  beauties 
Tight  bow,  and  pro* 
tact  yourself 

against  hold-up 
thugs,  rowdies,  etc.  and 
at  the  same  time  it  serves 
as  the  best  novelty  ciga¬ 
rette  case  ever  invented. 

Made  exactly  like  the  real 
thing;  I  Just 
pull  the  trig¬ 
ger,  back  flies 
the  lid  showing  i 
full  package  of 
your  cigarettes. 

Lots  of  fun  scaring  your  friends  and  at 
the  same  time  useful  and  a  great  pro* 

tector. 

Hade  of  light  weight  metal,  gon  metal  finish,  Inches  long. 

Sold  exclusively  by  us.  Order  at  once,  supply  limited.  Special 

Introductory  price . $1.79  each* 

Pay  postman  on  delivery  oar  price  plus  postage. 

Money  back  if  not  satisfied. 


PATHFINDER  COMPANY 

Dept.  P  7  B  534  Sixth  Avenue  New  York 


PERSONA*- 

APPEARANCE 


is  now  more 
than  ever  the 
key-note  ol 
success.  Bow- 
D  e  g  g  e  d  and 
Knock  -  Kneed 
men  and  wom¬ 
en,  both  young 
and  old.  will 
be  glad  to  hear 
that  I  have 
now  ready  for 
-  , - Qffig-r  eg  market  my  new 

stra°$La  within 
kneed  bow-ieggedness  and  knock- 

safely,  quickly  and  perma- 

forttly’wSltllS2  PaJn,  operation  or  diseom- 
wofk  hi/”  Dot  lnterfere  with  your  daily 
work,  being  worn  at  night.  My  neW  “Lin/ 

Straightner,”  Model  18,  U.  S.  Patent  is  easv 
0  *VustJ  its  result  will  save  you  soon  from 

humil5ati°n,  and  improve  your  per- 
Bonai  appearance  100  per  cent.  P 

write  today  for  my  free  copyrighted  nhvs- 

i°nlglhal  a*D<1  anatorQical  book  which  Ptells 
you  how  to  correct  bow  and  knock-kneed 

FncloTe11?0^/  aJ7  obIi^ation  on  your  part, 
enclose  a  dime  for  postage. 

M.  TRILETY,  SPECIALIST 

j97  L,  Ackerman  Building,  Binghamton,  N.  Y. 


colors  and  sizes.  Factory  to  Rider 
FREE  delivery,  express  prepaid  on  30 
Days  Free  T rial.  Cash  or  easy  payments. 
frtlwA*  lamps,  wheels  and  equipment 
1  at  half  usual  prices.  Send  no 

Wrlte  today  for  big  catalog, 
special  Factory  Bicycle  Prices  from  $21.50  up: 
free  trial  plan  and  marvelous  offers. 

fcKHTI  CmE  *®SkHY  today  for 

XV&V(ilAsm  Hlgg  CHfcft*0  free  catak 


PIMPL 

Tour  Skin  Can  B«  Quickly  Cleared  of  Pimples,  Blackhead*. 
Acne  Eruptions  on  the  face  or  body.  Barbers  Itch, 
Eczema,  Enlarged  Pores  and  Oily  or  Shiny  Skin. 

Write  today  for  my  FREE  BOOKLET, 
“A  Clbab-Tonh  Skin,” — telling  how  1 
cured  myself  after  being  afflicted  15  yearn. 

E.S. GIVENS, 186  Chtafcal  Bldg.,  Kansas  City.Mo. 


or  MAY  FEVER  Treatment, 
mailed  on  trial.  State  which 
you  want.  If  it  cures  send  $  1 ; 
if  not,  don’t.  Write  today. 

******  W.  K-  STERLINE,  844  Ohio  Avo.,  SIDNEY.  O. 


ASTHMA 


I  MAKE  THE  BEST  CHOCOLATE  BARS 

Mints  and  (’hewing  Gum.  Be  my  agent. 
Everybody  will  buy  from  you.  Write  today. 
Free  Samples. 

MILTON  GORDON 
134  Jackson  8t.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio 


For  that  Jolly 

Beach  Party 

Pack  your  week-end  bag,  say  goodbye  to  the 
hot,  noisy  city  and  set  out  for  a  day  or  two 
of  real  fun  and  healthy  sport  at  the  lake  or 
sea.  And  don’t  forget  to  take  along  your  pock¬ 
et  orchestra  so  there’ll  be  plenty  of  good 
music  for  those  who  want  to  dance.  If  you 
want  to  be  the  hit  of  the  party,  be  ready 
with  a  HoJhner  Harmonica — 


The  World’s  Best 

There’s  nothing  like  good  music  for  hap¬ 
piness  and  there’s  nothing  like  a  Hohner  for 
good  music."  Hohner  Harmonicas  are  true  in 
tone,  accurate  in  pitch  and  perfect  in  work¬ 
manship.  Get  a  Hohner  Harmonica  today 
and  play  it  tonight.  50^  up  at  all  dealers. 

Ask  for  the  Free  Instruction  Book.  If  your 
dealer  is  out  of  copies,  write  M.  Hohner,  Inc., 
Dept.  156  New  York  City. 


.she 


Walks-Talks 


Sleeps  -Swings 

she  will  walk  with  yo\ 


•Ua  U*“  duet  mi  •  r*al,ll re  haby. 

4ewi  and  ah*  goes  to  aleep.  Tut  her  in  hep 
out*  little  Being  and  eha'e  a  happy, laugh¬ 
ing  Dollle;  the  deareet ,»ost  lovable  Dell, 
with  rosy  oheeks.big  blue  eye*, ruby  Up*  — 
and  the  eweeteet  faoe..  ah*  1*  dressed  Juet 
right  to  romp  »nd  piny  and  la  16  in.  tall. 

Dell-Swing-GSawes  Given 

Ve  e,nd  you  thl*  hendesne  •allclng, Talking, 
Sleeping  Dollle.wlth  her  e*n  little  swing 
Doll  lyeglas*.*  AIX  MM  for  «ellln* 

7 


and  toll  lyeglaeae*  ALL  MM  for 
only  24  paobagee  of  Perfumed  Sachet 
eeoh.  Vrito  to-day.  Send  no  Uoney 


10J 


MFG.C0J>«M.222  ATTUkWKO.MASS 


Modtl  AIRSHIP 

^MACMUTB 

»  the  Brcataawg 
in.del  Alrehip  I.arge  G  ft. 
bag  with  inflatore  rmra- 
sic 


(  flight*  can  be  made. 


*  v"  iiiiiaivin  txiiM* 

jto  with  Automatic  relcaaa 
and  compute  instruction* 
for  flying.  Will  fly  fori  * 
at  hfriffhtef  1  OUUfeet." 


nil* 


>  Ft.Lonf 

9  at  h#*iirhtof  1  GOOIenl  Mug# 
r  tr^'V'T  T“  7V  <»reat  cnance  to  study  aerial  nnv  [nation.. 

Semi  todAj^for^packairEa  of  perfumed  aachet.  aell  at  lOceacb* 
old  and  thin  wonderful  airnhip  Ih  yoonk 

wr  •  * 


return  money  when  no  Id  a  ruf  uns  wefideriL.  __ _ ^  ...  „  ^ 

I  ny4  If  you  want  real  apart  not  this  aindiip  Write  todnv 

JONES  MFC.  CO..  Dept.  221  4TTLEB0BQ.  MASSMOfOStnS 


SECRET  SERVICE 

- LATEST  ISSUES  - 

1293  The  Bradvs  and  the  Golden  Comet j  or.  The  Case 
of  the  Chinese  Prince. 

5294  “  Floating  Clew;  or.  Solving  a  Morgue  Mystery. 
1295  “  and  “Brooklyn  Bob’* ;  or.  The  Boldest  Crook  in 
the  World.  _ 

1295  "  and  the  Bootblack  or.  Bagging  the  Boss  of  the 
Bend.” 

1297  **  and  the  Blotted  Check ;  or.  Saved  By  the  Scratch 

of  a  Pen. 

1298  M  and  the  Missing  Witness ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the 

Hole  in  the  Wall. 

1299  “  in  Little  China;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Mission 

House. 

1300  “  and  the  Midnight  Men;  or,  A  Fight  for  Five 

Iiives. 

1301  “  Fast  Freight  Mystery ;  or.  The  Case  of  Conduc¬ 

tor  King. 

1302  “  and  the  Six  Gold  Dollars;  or,  A  Very  Singular 

Clew. 

1303  “  and  the  Poisoned  Arrow;  or,  The  Mystery  of 

Central  Park. 

1304  “  and  the  Greengoods  Men;  or.  The  Shrewdest  of 

Them  All. 

1305  “  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Crossbones;  or  Bag¬ 

ging  the  Boss  of  the  River  Thieives. 

1800  “  and  the  Escaped  Convict;  or,  The  Clew  That 
Came  from  States’  Prison. 

1307  “  and  the  Ruby  Locket;  or,  Solving  a  Society 

Mystery. 

1308  “  and  “Redlight  Dick;  or.  After  the  Slum  King. 

1309  “  Under  a  Cloud;  or,  Working  for  a  Poor  Boy. 

1310  “  and  the  Actor’s  Son;  or.  Sold  Into  Slavery. 

1311  “  Tempted;  or,  Dealing  Out  Justice. 

1812  “  And  the  Hidden  Assassin;  or.  Winning  in 
Record  Time. 

1818  **  Dark  Work;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Night. 

1314  **  And  the  Mystic  Band ;  or,  Trailing  the  Silent 

Seven 

1315  "  Drugged;  or.  Caught  by  the  Chinese  Crooks. 
1810  M  And  the  Black  Snake  Bracelet;  or,  Trapping  a 

Society  Queen. 

1817  “  After  a  “Lifer" ;  or.  The  Man  Who  Broke  from 
Sing  Sing. 

5818  “  And  the  Rod  Wolves;  or.  Working  on  the  Great 

Brandon  Case. 

5319  M  and  Box  2;  or.  Hunting  Down  a  Tough  Gang. 

1320  **  Telephone  Mystery;  or,  The  Clue  That  Came 

Over  the  Wires. 

1321  **  and  the  Marble  Statue;  or,  Three  Days  of 

Mystery. 

1322  **  and  the  Bird  of  Prey;  or,  Shadowing  the  Crooks 

of  Gotham. 

5823  **  Anarchist  Case;  or,  After  the  Bomb  Throwers. 

1324  **  and  the  Cipher  Message;  or,  Traced  by  a  Tele¬ 

gram. 

1325  **  On  the  Saturday  Special;  or.  Betrayed  by  a 

Baggage  Check. 

1820  **  And  tn«  Hidden  Man;  or.  The  Haunted  House 
on  the  Hill. 

1827  **  In  the  Tolls;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Pretty 

Milliner. 

1828  **  and  the  Yellow  Jar;  or,  The  Great  Perley 

Poisoning  Case. 

1829  “  Chinese  Clew ;  or,  The  Secret  Dens  of  Pell 

Street. 

For  »ale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  of  price,  8c.  per  copy.  In  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps. 

HARRY  F.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc. 

166  West  23d  Street  New  York  Cltv 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


Price  35  Cents  Per  Copy 
This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes 
In  the  method  of  construction  and  submission  oi 
scenarios.  Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of 
scenario  writing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and 
Bookstores  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us 
the  price.  36  cents.  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  and 
we  will  mail  you  one,  posture  free.  Address. 

I,.  H  war  Ml*,  tie  Seventh  Ave..  New  York.  N.  Y. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost 
Every  Subject. 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON'S  ORACCLUM  AND  DREAM 
BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny; 
also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams, 
together  with  charms,  ceremonies.s  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of 
magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular 
magical  illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirta¬ 
tion  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the 
various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol, 
window  and  hat  flirtation.  It  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to 
love,  courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquette  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRD8. — Handsomelv  illus¬ 
trated  and  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful 
and  instructive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on 
chemistry;  also  experiments  in  acoustics,  mechanics, 
mathematics,  chemistry,  and  directions  for  making  fire¬ 
works,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This  book  can¬ 
not  be  equaled. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST  — 
By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelligent  bov  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self-defense  made 
easy.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards, 
blows  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good  boxer 
Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  in- 
Btructive  hooks,  as  it  will  toflch  you  how  to  box  witti- 
out  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.—  \  most 
complete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writ¬ 
ing  love-letters,  and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen 
letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OF  ETI¬ 
QUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every 
young  man  desires  to  know  all  about.  There’s  hanni- 
ness  in  it. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN  — 
Containing  full  Instructions  for  constructing  a  window 
garden  either  In  town  or  country,  and  the  most  approved 
methods  for  raising  beautiful  flowers  ai  home  The 
most  complete  book  of  the  bind  ever  published.  ’ 

.  ^0*  Uv  TO  DRES8. — Containing  full  instruc¬ 

tion  In  the  art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home 
and  abroad,  giving  the  selections  of  colors,  material, 
and  now  to  have  them  made  up. 

*  18«  H9W  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 

brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to 
the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become 
beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is  simple, 
and  almost  costless.  ^  ^ 

PARTY^  A HOW ,  7°  an  etenino 

,  complete  compendimu  of  games,  sports, 
card  diversions,,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable  for  par¬ 
lor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more 
for  the  money  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  sec- 
mid  sight  explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hnnt, 
Jr-  Explaining  how  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried 
on  between  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also 
giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— This  little 
book  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  lucky  and  unlucky  davs. 

No.  2R.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Every  one  la 
desirous  of  knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth, 
whether  happiness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty  Yob 
can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Ruv  onr  and  b« 
convinced. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  wxfl  be  sent  to  any 
ad  drees  on  reeept  of  price,  lOe  per  copy. 

In  money  or  stamps,  by 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc. 

106  West  23il  Street  New  York  Cstg 


